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Summary: They say the world will end in fire, some say in water. But 
they were proved wrong weren't they? I guess he was just too angry 
with us, hated us so much that he decided to make earth a living 
hell. You see, God promised the resurrection of the dead. No one knew 
what he had in mind until he showed us allaCl . 


1 . Chapter 1 : The perfect moment 

**PREVIOUSLY NAMED THE APOCALYPSE. 

><strong> 

**Story's summary: Eear was once an invisible thing, sweeping through 
lives, not staying in one place. But fear has finally evolved. Eear 
is now in the form of the living, it's rotted flesh, dead eyes and 
cannibalist ic ways sinking it's teeth into anything that moves. But 
this time, fear is her to stay.** 

**When the world has gone to hell and three quarter of the world's 
population are mindless souls, what can survivors do inorder to 
survive? What can can an unfortunate barely turned adult do in the 
hellish world of the Zombie Apocalypse. (Summary couldn't fit in the 
summary area.)** 

**Authors note at the bottom. ** 

**Volume I: The beginning of the end.** 

**Volume Summary: God promised the resurrection of the dead. No one 
knew what he had in mind until he showed us allaCl . ** 

**Rated T: Mild gore and blood, use of drugs, suggestive sexual 
themes and frequent voilence. Not for the squeamish... But i assure 
you there is no vivid details of gorey scenes. ** 


* *Disclaimer : How to train your dragon is the rightful property of 



Dreamworks . 


* * 


* * 


* 


><p>Hiccup slams the door of his silver Porsche Cayman, sighing as 
his bag is thrown onto the passenger's seat. He absentmindedly glides 
his hand on the steering wheel, his luminous ruby eyes gazing at the 
clear sky.<p> 

Another day, another term. 

A key turns and an engine roars to life. He floors the accelerator, 
embracing the sounds it makes. 

"Whirr! Whirr!" 

One of the many perks of being the Mayor's son. Anything at his feet, 
from the newest gadgets to the latest of technology. Though he does 
have cash upon cash, he never learns to spend it freely. But his car 
says otherwise. 

He switches gear and the Porsche shot off, the gleamy car magnetizing 
dreamy eyes. Another thing he hates, attention. The more eyes on him, 
the more awkward he becomes. He is on the green bars of awkwardness 
already, says his friend Fishlegs, but according to his dear friend, 
eyes make his awkwardness rockets to the red bars. "Oh, wont that be 
great." He told his friend. 

"No traffic, well this ought to be my lucky day." He grumbled to no 
one in particular. 

He takes a left turn and is instantly greeted by green gates. Berk's 
High. Just one more year of this place and he's off to college. 
Hopefully, he won't see any similar faces there. 

He drives slower, eyes observant. He steers into an empty parking 
space. Suddenly, a black Nissan Titan 2013 races to his destination. 
He yelps, instinct taking over as the brakes is floored. 

The driver of the Titan sniggers. He could recognize that voice from 
distances away. 

"Ops, sorry cuz, I guess you will always be slowpoke." The driver 
said, his meaty hands resting leisurely on the window's sill. 

Snotlout Jorgenson, a seventeen year old boy that has more muscles 
than brains. With his muscular body and his well-toned abs he has no 
shortage of any female companion what so ever. His blue eyes stare at 
his cousin, cracked lips holding a smirk. Hiccup reverses, out of 
sight in a second. 

"Is it me, or is that twig different." 

"He isn't a twig anymore, Snotlout." said Ruffnut, her voice dreamy. 
Her hip-length golden locks and her curvaceous body make her one of 
the top wanted girl in school. She of course isn't interested in 
relationships . 

"Why bother with them when it will end in heartbreak anyway, " she 
once told Snotlout after he had hopelessly hit on her on the first 
few weeks of grade 11. Ruffnut, though a nearly grown woman, still 



loves to prank people. Since she was a little kid she loved it. 
Nothing has changed during the years. She is and forever will be a 
prankster . 

'Oh oh, did you catch a disease." A 17 year old boy said, retreating 
from his sister like she had the plaque. Tuffnut, the male twin of 
Ruffnut, the prankster of Berk, the title he had bestowed on himself 
after winning an unofficial prank war. With his golden hair tied in a 
long braid and his green eyes staring at his sister in a joking way, 
his annoyance level is beyond tolerant. 

"He has grown. I like that." Ruffnut said, still staring the 
direction the Porsche went, her soft voice making her brother 
frown . 

"He's still a twig to me." Snotlout said, his eyes radiating 
uncertainty. He has to say, his cousin has change during the summer. 
The twig like boy is no more. It's like the boy had transformed into 
a handsome male. No, no such thought in Snotlout mind. 

Over the summer his cousin had indeed hit a major growth spurt. His 
carefree hair was still unattended, but it suited his filled round 
face. The freckles are fainter, eyes shines brighter and his body has 
found some muscle. Not enough for a football player standard, but 
enough to be noticeable. His cousin is a threat and family or not he 
has to eliminate the spark before the fire spread. For no one can 
steal spotlight from Snotface Snotlout. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup exits the car, dangling his bag on his back. His long 
thighs barely take a few steps before his friend attacks 
him . <p> 


"Hey there Hiccup how's it been?" Fishlegs, a hulk of a boy. The once 
bloated face is now a masculine squared jaw. His thick eyelash and 
observant nature makes him a treasure to hold dare. The opposite sex 
had surrendered after two years of flirting with him. The guy was old 
fashioned, he knew because of his good looks and muscles of a steroid 
abusing weight lifter had made the girls hooked. He isn't taking any 
piece of it. 

"Ahh, same old same old." 


"Went to dare 01' Wrinkly huh?" 

"Don't remind me." 01' Wrinkly, a retired lawyer and now a fortune 
teller, is the strongest a man can be at his age. At age ninety, he 
can still ride a bike. "He says the world is ending and what God 
promised will finally happen." The duo routes their way to the 
doors . 


"What does God promised?" Fishlegs asks, his enchanting voice pulling 
a pair of heavily pampered eyes to him. The girl gasps as her eyes 
settle on the smaller male. Suddenly like a chain of event, her 
friends' glances turn into gasps. 

"Wow Hiccup, their looking at you." Fishlegs mumbles. 

"I can see that Fishlegs." Hiccup says, his cheeks heating like a 



furnace. The floor becomes quite interesting to stare at, an awkward 
half smile on his lips. 

"Walk faster Fishlegs." His friend compels to his wishes. Pairs of 
eyes had dwindled to the second digits. 

11, 12, 13 Hiccup counts. His counting is disturbed as the school 
doors came into view. Three inches away, two inch, one. In a swift 
motion Hiccup pulls the door open and slams it behind 
him . 

"BAMMM! " 

Out of the frying pan, into the fire. 

Startled students suddenly jerk their heads to the boy. 

There was absolute silence. 

Even a pin's fall could be heard. Hiccup body begins to heat up, 
beads of sweat forming on his forehead. His trembling hands clutch 
his bag's straps. He side glances towards his friend only to discover 
he is truly alone in this situation. He mentally slaps himself when 
he remembers he had literally slammed the school's door on his 
friend. He has some apologizing to do later. 

"Uh, morning." He awkwardly says, rubbing the back of his head. No 
movement, no halting of eye contact. 

"Hiccup?" asks a blond haired girl, her body fit for a 
cheerleader . 

"Uh, hi-uh- Effie." Students gasp like if they had seen a miracle, 
and judging by the girls, it was their dreams' miracle. They murmured 
and gossip to their friends, but silence enveloped them as the girl, 
Effie, approached him, her expert smile seductive like never 
before . 

"Well have you grown hot stuff." 

These girls are crazy; one semester they were ignoring him and the 
next it's like they're worshipping him like a god. Girls are 
confusing beings, too confusing for him. He didn't miss that flirty 
glint in her eyes. What do you do when a hot cheerleader approach 
you? Well for Hiccup, we'll just be well; Hiccup. 

"Oh thank you I guess." He stuttered, shaking his head 
repeatedly . 

"You look so adorable Hiccup." The girl giggles. "You should do that 
more often. How does Eriday night sound; when it's more private?" She 
says, glaring around at her audiences. The hottest girl at school 
definitely needs the best. Why should she stop at just Snotlout when 
she can have a whole new level of handsomeness bundled into an 
adorable package? "Just me and you, a table for two." she winks. 

"Uh okay uh-" 

"Great! See you Eriday." She girl brightly smiles, her dimples 
enhancing her beauty. She practically skips off to class. "It's a 



date." She says in a sing song voice, sticking her tongue out at one 
of those daggers like glares. 

Hiccup is bewildered. His head aches to process what happened? Him? 
Landing a date? On the first day of school? For Christ sakes, girls 
really are crazy. As he walks to his first class. Chemistry, the 
people revert to their task. As he passes the teens, the girls' 
stare. As much as he hates attention he somehow likes ita€ 1 .. 

This ought to be an interesting term. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"I told you, she asked me out. I didn't have time for an answer. 
Hiccup rants on for the hundredth time, his annoyance at Fishlegs 
increasing . <p> 

"So, you're telling me that you landed a date with the hottest girl 
in school?" Fishlegs asks. It is unbelievable. This has to be some 
joke, but then again Hiccup doesn't pull pranks like these. That's 
the twins' job. 

Hiccup throws the bag down on his seat, him following shortly after. 
He slouches, groaning before nodding. 

"Ok, I'll take your word. I'll see for myself Friday." 

"You won't have to do that." Hiccup says 
"But why?" 

"Because I won't be going Fishlegs." 

"But that's insane. It's a one in a life time opportunity. You know 
how many guys would die to be in your position." 

"Then they can die and I can take their place." Hiccup snaps. "It's 
my first day in the spotlight and I hate it. Will it make sense to 
say if I sort of like it too or would that be crazy?" 

"I don't think you're crazy," Fishlegs grumbles. "I just think you 
like the attention but you don't know what to do with it." 

Fishlegs gazes at his friend as he ponders on the thought. Fishlegs 
claims a seat side his friend. "You might actually have a point 
there." Hiccup finally says. 

"Like always." Fishlegs boasts. 

The bell rings and afterwards a teacher walk in, a woman of twenty 
six, cherry, young and boobs to die for. She peers through her 
glasses, releasing a button on her grey uniform, smirking as the 
males shift uncomfortably in their seats. She takes a seat and 
crosses her meaty legs, her black skirts too short for a 
teacher . 

"Good morning class and I hope you had a wonderful summer." The 
teacher says. 


"Oh I did Jeanette." Snotlout flirts 


"But it would have been so 



better with you. 


"Well I'm terribly sorry Snotface but I was busy." She says, 
observing her nails in a bored way. The student giggles, instantly 
silenced by a raise of a hand. It was then Hiccup noticed that the 
twins were also present in Chemistry. Oh great, just what he 
needed . 

"As I was saying, there is a new student transferred to this 
school . " 

"Is she pretty?" Tuffnut blurts. 

"Is she hot?" Snotlout adds. 

"You perverts will have to see for yourself." The giggles rise with 
each second. "I hope that you'll treat her in a friendly way. May I 
present to you, meet the great, the talented, the feisty Astrid 
Hof f erson . 

A teenager walks in and Hiccup's heart skips a beat. Silence cloaks 
the room and eyes widen, some gasping. There, in all her glory, stood 
a being like unlike any other. Her vivid blue eyes slowly observe the 
room, passing from student to student, until settling on Hiccup. 

On that moment, something clicked into place. 

It's like strike by lightning, although the rush of feeling cannot be 
put into words. It's like every vessel in their body are 
electrocuted, their skin starts to heat like a furnace, and their 
eyes are like magnets. A strange feeling rushes from the bottom of 
their hearts, rushing to their brains and suddenly to all parts of 
their body; form hair tips to their toes. Suddenly they are light 
headed, and paralyzed, oblivious to everyone else in the 
room . 

"Astrid, Astrid you can go to your seat now." Astrid snaps back to 
reality. She walks to a vacant seat, head held low, ignoring the way 
her spine tingles. She ignores the mysterious boy at the back of her, 
convincing herself it was the only vacant seat, although they were 
two other. 

With a click of a finger, the teacher snaps the boys out of their 
spell . 

Hiccup savors the moment to take in this beauty sitting in front of 
him. Her long golden locks runs like a heavenly river down her spine, 
her skin is like the creation from the goddess Freya herself, her 
eyes; those mystic sea deep eyes are hypnotic, like you could be lost 
in bliss. Her slender frame is present with a delicious curve and her 
long legs are accompanied by a narrow hip. Her soft red lips suits 
her rosy cheeks and her thin eyelashes are curved like the crescent 
shaped moon. All in all, she was a god sent from heaven, a woman to 
hold dear for an eternity. 

The period passed like a flash. Hiccup once in his life abstaining 
from taking notes and indulging in staring at the girl who had stolen 
his heart. 



><p>She can feel eyes boring into her back. She shifts in her seat, 
throwing a swift glance over her shoulders. It was supposed to be a 
cold stare, but that thought evaporated as her pupils settled on 
his . <p> 

Hiccup eyes widen. The goddess is more beautiful up close. He drops 
his eyes, racking his brains for something to say. 'Hi, 'Hi' sounds 
like an ok thing; cool and smootha€ 1 . His pupils meet hers, and once 
again he's lost in her spell. 

_"_Lock away Astrid, " she tells herself. "This isn't like you." Never 
in her young life had she ever felt this way before. So why is this 
boy different than all the rest? "Boys are trouble girl." Her father 
voice rings throw her head. She of course, being the stubborn child 
she is, found out the hard way. She closes her eyes, her past like a 
repetitive nightmare playing in her mind. She snaps back to present, 
pursing her lips, regaining her composure. She ignores the stare, 
ignores the feelings and her past. She begins taking notes. 

Her hatred for men had returned tenfold. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Berk is an old fashioned village mostly in the economy. They are 
houses build like mansions but many old generations prefer to do 
things the traditional way, in honor of their ancestors. Bartering is 
still a common practice, hunting, community helping and a village 
farm. It's an extremely friendly neighborhood. Most of the houses are 
built the same: two story, balcony, wood and painted in white, except 
for the Mayor's own. Magazines and land sellers refer to Berk as the 
kingdom of heaven. It's a peaceful community, no murder, no crime, no 
danger. It's a place worth living. <p> 

Burger king is one of the top places teens travel for a meal. It is 
situated at the heart of the shopping center. The inhabitants hustle 
and bustle outside, the sun smiling brightly at the busy town. 
Glancing through the window of Burger King, one could see two males 
hunched on either side of a granite table, casually sipping their 
drinks . 

"It was amazing Fishlegs. Just amazing." Hiccup says. Fishlegs 
squints his eyes in an examining manner. He had seen this reaction in 
a lot of guys. It always ends in a heartbreak. No way is Fishlegs 
gonna make his friend suffer the same fate. 

"But Hiccup, you barely know the girl." 

"I know that Fishlegs. That is why it is so different. She doesn't 
know me, she doesn't know who I am and I saw the way she reacted when 
I stared into her eyes." Hiccup rants, plunging his hands in a 
fit . 

"Okaya€ 1 " Fishlegs says. He occupies himself by taking a chunk off 
his burger. Then, after he was about to speak, no other than Snotlout 
Jorgenson barges through the doors of Burger King, followed by the 
twins . 


"Oh great," Hiccup groans, eyes glaring at the intruder. Hiccup tries 
to make himself unknown, but that plan falters as his cousin halts in 



front of him and Fishlegs seats. 


"Well well well, look who we have here." Snotlout mumbles, 
smirking . 

"Who? Who many guesses do I have?" Tuffnut shouts, his sight jerking 
all over the place. Ruffnut elbows him in the stomach. 

"Sorry, I was just trying to make a joke." Tuffnut mutters, ignoring 
the tremendous pain welling in his tummy. 

"Snotlout, lets just leave him alone for once, please." Pleads 
Ruffnut, hands on her hips. 

"How can he leave me if we were never together," Hiccup says. He 
flinches as Snotlout gleams at him. But instead of having an angry 
Snotlout, he has a laughing Snotlout. Snotlout bends over, laughing 
loudly . 

"Well aren't you funny." Snotlout says through chuckles. "And to 
think I always use to hate you." 

"Well I was never in love with you Snotlout." Hiccup says, hoping it 
would make Snotlout giggle again. Hiccup spots a way to get Snotlout 
off his back; no way is he going to let this opportunity slide. Once 
again. Hiccup achieves. 

"Oh gods, here, give me some space." Snotlout says, pushing Fishlegs 
for some space. Tuffnut settles beside Snotlout and Ruffnut throws 
herself next to Hiccup, much too close for comfort. A couple bonding 
time later, Astrid Hofferson walks in, pocketing her hands in her 
tight jeans. Snotlout is mesmerized, so is Tuffnut while Hiccup is 
awestruck . 

What are the odds? First at school, now at Burger King? Astrid avoids 
the five teens. Snotlout isn't having any of it. 

"Hey sexy, why don't you cozy next to me." Snotlout shouts. Astrid 
snarls, but quickly hides it as a plan settles in her head. She 
approaches him, a big fat fake smile which Snotlout is too 
preoccupied in recognizing. 

"See, they always fall for the words, " Snotlout whispers to Fishlegs, 
nudging him on his side. Abruptly, a knuckle knocks the living 
daylight out of him. The teens erupt in laughter. 

"Don't you ever call me sexy again." 

"Okay," Snotlout says, terrified. Astrid smiles. 

"Hey, why don't you sit with us," Ruffnut offered, amaze she has 
found someone like her. Astrid was about to decline when she glimpses 
that boy in class. Strange feelings rise in the pit of her stomach. 

It is useless trying to decline. She plop down beside Hiccup, resting 
her hands on the table, her elbow slightly grazing 
Hiccup ' s . 

Hiccup's whole body went up in flames. A simple touch is like the 
best thing he had ever experience. He was tongue tied once 
again . 



"Uh- Hi." Hiccup manages to say, his cheeks flush. Astrid turns her 
head towards him. He swear he sees a hint of a smile. 

"I'm Astrid." She says, her voice musical. 

"Uh- my name- is-is Hiccup, " he stutters. Astrid grins, broader this 
time. She has to say there is something different with this Hiccup 
guy . 

Whatever it is, it is slowly chipping away her hatred for men. 

"You live here?" Astrid asks. 

"Well technically, no. If I did live here I might as well won't be so 
boney." Hiccup says, gesturing to himself. 

Astrid giggles but cuts it short. _Remember Astrid, always keep your 
walls up, no matter how charming they might be._" "Mayor's 
son . " 

"Oh, that's nice." 

"Ahem!" If it wasn't for Snotlout clearing his throat the duo might 
have been oblivious to the others. 

"Don't you wanna know who I am?" Snotlout asks. 

"Can I puke instead?" Astrid retorts, earning a few snorts. 

And so the teens were introduced. Astrid grew less tense as each 
minutes unfolded. These people weren't as bad as the one home. A 
cherry conversation and a few failed flirted attempts with Astrid 
from Snotlout and the group were becoming fast friends. Hiccup had 
finally managed a conversation with Astrid without stuttering. For 
once in his life he had hold a conversation with his cousin. Snotlout 
realizes Hiccup isn't all that bad. He might later on grow to like 
the guy. 

What a term. 

New looks. New friends. And heck, maybe even a girlfriend. The gods 
might have actually favored him all along. 

It's a perfect moment. The six, having a blast of a time. 

It's a perfect momenta€ 1 . 

Hiccup realizes something, something that makes his bones shiver in 
fear. It's the perfect moment. 01' Wrinkly words plays in his head 
like a ghost story. 

"On the darkest day, in the perfect moment. Cherish what you can for 
you'll never get something like that again. Devils will come and 
devils will staya€ 1 In the perfect momentaO 1 " 

Hiccup gaping lips quivered. All the light was sucked out of his 
body, fear remains. 


"Hiccup, are you okay?" Astrid asks. 



"What's gotten into him?" Snotlout asks. 


Hiccup pupils automatically shifts to the door. A couple is facing 
the door, the boy snaking his hands around the girl waist. The door 
opens and the bell chimes. 

A hand grabs the girl's shoulders and teeth sinks into the girl's 
neck. The girl screams, her boyfriend retreating cowardly. Another 
bite and the girl fall to the ground, yelling with all her 
might . 

Another bite and there was complete silence. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Be warned, dark story. Really dark and I warn you readers 
and I warn you again: NO ONE IS SAFE. It means anyone can die at any 
time. This will be divided into volumes holding several chapters 
each. Each volume will be focusing on a certain perspective in the 
world of the Zombie Apocalypse but the same characters are 
present . <strong> 

**Cya. ** 


2 . Chapter 2 : Cruel fate 
**Volume 1: The beginning of the end** 

**Summary: God promised the resurrection of the dead. No one knew 
what he had in mind until he showed us all. ** 

**Oh my god please be warned. There is a very detailed paragraph of 
violence. Skip the part if you're squeamish. It's the second 
paragraph and they are some other gory events in this chapter. I'm 
afraid I might have to up the ratingaCl . It's already T eda€ 1 . This 
arrived earlier than I thought it wouldaC 1 . ** 

**THANK YOU SO MUCH FOR THOSE REVIEWS. IT IS THAT REASON I UPDATED SO 
EARLY. EXPECT ANOTHER CHAPTER SUNDAY.** 

* *DISCLAIMER : How to train your dragon is the rightful property of 
DreamWorks Dragon.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Get off her," the boy panics. He's on the verge of tears, 
shuddering. Everyone is paralyzed, glaring wide-eyed at the 
scene . <p> 

The thing is rotten to nothing, his skull poking out his frail body. 
It moans as he takes chucks after chunks of meat off the girl. A 
minute after the thing finishes its meal. It rises, already finding 
its next target. 

"Get away, get away." The boy yells, his voice trembling with fear. 
The rotted corpse sinks its teeth into the boy trembling flesh, blood 
leaking from its mouth. He falls on the floor, beside his deceased 
partner . 



Out of all the occupants of burger King, a customer is the first to 
recover from their shock state. 

He pockets his white hands, hazy eyes staring coldly at the thing. He 
resurfaces his hands, a handgun accompanying it and aims it at the 
corpse . 

"Get off him or I won't hesitate to shoot." He says, long brown bangs 
falling into his sight. 

Snotlout was the second. 

"Wow wow wow," he says, "You can't be serious to shoot that 
guy . " 

"Does it look like I'm making a joke here," the gunman barks. 

Snotlout remains silent. 

"Back away from the boy or I'll shoot." the man says, his soft 
experienced voice easing the fear in the room. 

"I said stop eating the boy face goddamn it!" the man yells, 
advancing towards the thing. It pays no attention to the screaming 
man; it's too busy savoring its meal. 

The thing lazily stands, moaning and groaning and stumbles to the 
gunman . 

"You can't do this," blurts Astrid. 

"You're committing murder!" yells Snotlout. The teens' words fall on 
deaf ears . 

Deep breathe, aim and pull. 

The shot splits through the customers' ear drum, the bullet seeking 
its way into the thing's chest. It still stands. 

"What the hell." Another shot, this time right at the heart and the 
same results. 

"Stop it, stop it, you're hurting my child's ears," wails a lady, 
hunching over her child, palms covering the child's ears while blood 
freely seeps through her finger crease... 

"BANG BANG!" The gunman is sweating, his hands shaking. What kind of 
creature is this? What kind of thing can survive four bullets? 

"Of course, " Hiccup whispers, his mind racing faster than a speeding 
bullet. "It has to be the head," Hiccup murmurs, mind in a 
trance . 

"It has to be the head," Hiccups says, sprinting towards the 
gunman . 

"Like a what? Like a-." The man's words are lost. Like a what? Rotten 
flesh? Dead eyes? Cannibalistic ways? Can take bullets after bullets? 
There is no mistaking it. 



A shiver runs up each and every body's spine. 


"Like a zombie," Hiccup finishes. Everyone gazes at Hiccup like if he 
had grown a second head. 

"Watch out!" yells the man. Suddenly the thing lunges at Hiccup. It 
grabs Hiccup's shoulder. Hiccup lost his balance and he falls to the 
ground. The zombie repeatedly snaps its jaw as it gets closer to 
Hiccup's neck and even dangerously closer. 

So this is it. This is the end of Hiccup's life. 

"BOOM!" The zombie falls lifeless to Hiccup's body, how it should 
have stayed all along. 

Hiccup breathes briskly, staring at the thing that could have ended 
his life. He throws it off his body, stands upright, and brushes the 
blood off his clothes. 

"Uh- thank you I guess." 

"Are you bitten, scratched, anything?" the man asks, eyes scanning 
Hiccup roughly. 

"No, I'm not." Hiccup mumbles. 

Hiccup glances to his colleagues. 

"Well this is a sight for sore eyes." The teens stand transfix, eyes 
sparkling with terror. A moment of silence, and Hiccup fear they will 
forever be in shock. 

"Is," starts Astrid. 

"That, " continues Ruffnut 

"A," says Tuffnut. 

"Zombie," ends Fishlegs. 

"What do you think?" asks Hiccup. 

"I'm not making any joke here Hiccup, " snaps Astrid. She suddenly 
wishes she had shut her mouth as hurt flashes before her. He 
nods . 

"Ok now that's done, we got to get out of here," says the man, 
checking his ammo count. 

As if the dead were waiting for them to escape they slam their 
decomposing body onto the door, hammering with bloody hands. Two 
other join them. 

"Back door," yells Hiccup. Everyone, now in their right minds, turns. 
But what greets them is a shocking sight. The woman is on the floor, 
cocooning her son in her arms, as the dead leisurely tear the flesh 
off her bones. 

As the six routes their way to the back door, five other zombies 
emerge . 



"Shit!" The man paces back and front, at lost for what to 
do . 

They're trap, a horde of zombie hammering on the door and the next 
set stumbling to their backs. 

"Shit! We're trap!" yells the man. "SHIT!" 

"Not yet," Hiccup says. He bolts to a chair, clasping his long 
fingers on the edges. "Snotlout, help me with this." With the combine 
forces of Hiccup and Snotlout they manage to lift the chair. "Into 
the window." They heave the chair into the window. 

The man is the first to react; he jumps over the window, which 
previously had the glass Hiccup and Snotlout smashed. 

Always look before you leap. The man underestimates the dead. As he 
glances around his environment five pale hands grabs his jacket. What 
a juicy meal he made... 

The man screams alert the teens how dangerous the world became. This 
crazy world that they have to spend their unfortunate life in will 
never be who it used too, never will they chill in the beach, or play 
a leisurely game of football, or enjoy parties, or cozy on the chair 
watching TV. No, everything from now and forever more will be 
dangerous; it's not any game anymore. There's only one life you can 
have. It's life or death. 

Hiccup peeks outside. "It's clear." Hiccup jumps, out of Burger King 
and into the Zombie Apocalypse. The other teens soon follow. 

Suddenly, as Snotlout, the last to jump, was willing to jump, fingers 
clutch his meaty shoulders. 

"No." yells Tuffnut. Snotlout elbows the dead in its head, turns and 
kicks it in the abdomen. 

"Get off me you deceased motherf-." 

"Come on Snotlout, " yells an equally impatient and terrified 
Astrid . 

"Wait," pleads a strained voice, sounding on the verge of death. The 
teens jerk their heads to the man. 

"Take this, " the man from the restaurant groans, tossing his gun with 
his only attached hand left. "Live, live to see another day." 

And so Hiccup receives the gun, feeling a thrill of leadership 
overtaking him as the gun rest in his palms. As he stares a second at 
each teen, horror is written all over there oily faces. Though so is 
his, he is the one who brain processed an escape quickly in burger 
king. He is the one who had saved them all. If it wasn't for him, 
they would have been a meal for something. And like it or not, as 
they looks at him with lost eyes, he realizes he is the one who has 
to lead them in this hellish world. 

Leadership is not asked, it is given to the one who has earned 
it . 



"Come on, let's go," he orders, voice sounding firm, eyes staring 
ahead but mind amazed as each follows without a second 
hesitation . 

He hates it His father is a leader. He never wants to be. But fate i 
cruel isn't it? 

It is a cruel fate. Not only for him, but for the world and the 
people who had been eaten and turned. It is a cruel fate god send to 
man, turning the dead into the undead. It is a cruel fate for the 
world and its innocent eyes to witness. 

But fate had always been cruel to the earthians who had walked this 
earth. But this cruel fate is beyond judgment. No one deserves this 
fate, not even the most hated sinned man alive deserves this. 

God promised the resurrection of the dead. Hiccup didn't know he had 
this in mindaC 1 

He sprints, the other soon following. And so they run, run to live 
another day, another hour, another minute or another second. But in 
this cruel fated world, no one knows how much time they have. One 
wrong move and the dead can overwhelm you. 

Live to fight another day or die and rise again. Either way, you'll 
still be back. But only one way is the right way. 

But still, anything can go wrong in this cruel fate... 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Ahhhhh!" Hiccup swiftly points his gun to Astrid who had a 
zombie clutching her waist, barely holding it in bay.<p> 

"Shoot it Hiccup, shoot it!" she yells, her voice squeaky. Hiccup 
remains still, eyes wide and back presses against his Porsche as his 
shuddering hands holds the gun upright. 

Deep breathes Hiccup, deep breathe. Just pull the trigger, you did 
this already. His hands commence shaking more, palms sweaty. 

"What you waiting for, shot it!" yells Astrid, her strength 
depleting . 

Hiccup is paralyzed. Why? Why can't he do it? 

Astrid defense breaks. She screams as the thing inches closer to her 
vulnerable pale skin. Suddenly a rod impales the zombie head, blood 
splattering over Hiccup. Astrid savior heaves the rod out of the 
hole . 

"Are you ok?" Snotlout asks, swabbing the blood off his new found 
killing tool. Astrid nods, too horrified to speak for she had nearly 
experienced death. She strides to Hiccup, pupils in another world. 
She halts at Hiccup ears. 

"If you hesitate like that again, zombies aren't the only thing 
you'll have to look out for." she growls, voice dripping with malice 
She climbs into the back seat, slamming the door behind her. 



"What was that about?" Snotlout asks, his newfound respect for Hiccup 
vanishing in thin air. He claims the passenger seat. Hiccup slowly 
getting in the driver's seat. Still at daze. Hiccup turns the key and 
the six speeds into the world of danger... 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I know a lot of you are gonna be mad I didn't make Hiccup 
shoot the gun but come on. Hiccup realistically won't fire a gun. 

He's too afraid. But still it was Astrid, and Hiccup will protect 
anyone who is in danger. But killing is not an option for Hiccup. But 
believe me, his opinion will change . <strong> 

**For no one is pure in the Zombie Apocalypse. But development need 
to happena€ 1 ** 

**Mostly a filler chapter. Next chapter will be intensifying. I mean 
really intensif yinga€ 1 . ** 

**Next on HYTTD: The Zombie Apocalypse: ** 

**"I need to see them," Snotlout says, voice firm and deep.** 

**"I need to see mine." Fishlegs blurts.** 

**"And ours too," the twins chorus. Hiccup clutches the wheel has he 
makes a decision. Separation is not an option.** 

**"Whatever happens, whatever we decide, we stick together." growls 
Hiccup . * * 

:;k- :;k- J J :;k- :;k- 

**"NO! No!" yells Snotlout, he falls to the knees, clasping a dead 
body . ** 

* * j j * * 

**"We need a place to go," says Hiccup. ** 

**"Where can we go?" asks Astrid, resting her head on his shoulder. 
Hiccup stares into the distance, no answera€ 1 . ** 

:;k- :;k- J J :;k- :;k- 

**"They're everywhere!" yells Tuffnut. "They're everywhere." Zombies 
in the hundred stumbles to their camp, their stomach hungry for 
f lesha€ 1 . . ** 


3. Chapter 3: Doubts, Betrayal and Bonds 

**Did you, did you people, did you people see the trailer for HYTTD 
2a€l . OMFG that was so f ing mind blowing. And Hiccup and Astrid 
moment, omg so adorable. Toothless and Hiccup was so amazing. Gods I 
loved everything from the trailer. So fucking awesome (sorry for 
language) . I can't wait to see HYTTD 2** 

**Volume I: The beginning of the end.** 



**Summary: God promised the resurrection of the dead. No one knew 
what he had in mind until he showed us all. ** 

**Rated T: Mild blood and gore, use of drugs, suggestive sexual 
contents and frequent violence. Vivid gore has been erased form this 

storya€ 1 . I just felt it was too mucha€ 1 . Goodbye sweet sweet gorea€ 1 
* * 


* * 


* 


><p>Why couldn't he? Why? Why was it so hard to pull that trigger? He 
had it in his sight. He had the zombie in his aim. Why couldn't he 
pull and fire? His iris stays wide and focus, mind in an alternative 
universe. He squeezes the steering wheel, rewarded by a squeaky 
sound. Every second his sight averts to his rear mirror catching a 
glimpse of Astrid's cold gaze. She twists her head to the window, her 
lips twists in a snarl. <p> 

A heavy tension cloaks the teens, each lips lids together. Nervous 
glances go from Hiccup and Astrid and Astrid to Hiccup. Snotlout 
stares ahead, hands plastered on his rod. 

'Hiccup was so brave back in the restaurant. If it wasn't for him, we 
would all be dead. We both had gun practice already. Why did he 
hesitate? It nearly got Astrid killed. ' Snotlout throws a peek over 
his shoulder, eyes stopping at Astrid. The blond sends a force smile 
to him, him sending back one of his own. He turns and sinks into the 
spongy seat, a hint of a smile plaster on his lips. He closes his 
eyes, resting peacefully for the time being. 

Hiccup sighs, pressing the accelerat ion . She could have died, she 
would have died. You're so useless, so stupid, so dorky, and so easy. 
You don't deserve to live; you don't deserve to have a life. 

The Porsche speed ahead the empty ghost streets of Berk, dust 
trailing behind. 

Its people like you that makes other dies. End your life now. You 
don't deserve to live. 

Snotlout lazily opens one eye, tilting his head to the driver. He 
folds his hands, studying the boy. He's beating himself up, Snotlout 
realizes . 

"Not everyone is alike when it comes to the trigger you know, " 
Snotlout says. 

"But I did it already." Hiccup growls. Snotlout didn't expect that 
answer . 

"Practice and reality is two different things. It was something 
alive . " 

"But it was dead already, " yells Hiccup, foot mashing the 
accelerat ion . He breathes heavily, teeth gritting together. 

"But yet still alive, " continues Eishlegs, as he saw Snotlout was 
lost for words. Brute force isn't usually accompanied by 
knowledge . 



"But it was dead Fishlegs. It was dead," he whispers, lips 
quivering . 


"Practice will never prepare you for the emotions that company the 
situation, practice only shows you what can happen, " Fishlegs 
mumbles, eyes wide with hope as he stares at his friend. 

Hiccup suddenly feels a surge of anger. He opens his mouth to yell, 
but his friend's words hit him dead on. Hiccup laughs, completely 
different from his usual laugh. 

"Listen to me ok; I had the thing in my eyesight. I could have killed 
it. But I didn't." Hiccup shouts. 

"You didn't kill him because your Hiccup and not what you think you 
are. What you see can change you, but don't make it change my best 
friend. "Fishlegs argues. 

Astrid watches the scene unfolding with a smirk. Things change 
people, but Hiccup is rapidly changing. Reluctantly, she jumps in the 
argument, mind deciding no matter how Hiccup deserves punishment, he 
doesn't deserve this. 

"Hiccup, I'm sorry what happened ok, but you cannot beat yourself up 
for it. You learn from your mistakes." Astrid says. 

"Well I learned from it," Hiccup barks. 

"But don't change, please. I remember that cute boy that I saw in 
Chemistry class on the first day of school. When I look at youa€ 1 . It 
seems like that was a long time ago." 

Hiccup breathing slows, the car accompanying it. He whispers a thank 
you . 

The streets of Berk are like a ghost town, so empty, so quiet. The 
wind hisses through small areas, beating against abandon cars. 

Zombies stagger on the road, extending their meatless hands as the 
Porsche passes. 

"Where is everyone?" Ruffnut asks. No one answers, for no one 
knows . 

Hiccup turns on the radio, switching from channel to channel until he 
gets a good signal. The teens give their undivided 
attention . 

"Tssss, Tssss. This is emergency alert system broadcasting worldwide. 
I know a lot of you are scared, terrified and saddened. I know what 
you feel because I have also lost someone dear. Let us have a moment 
of silence as we say goodbye to our late First lady." 

>"Wha?" rackets the teens. <p> 

"The first lady?" 

"At exactly 10:00am, an unknown virus hit The United States of 
America. Causalities are in the hundreds of thousands. We do not know 
what is this virus, neither who sent it. We think it's a sign of war. 
Our brave soldiers are on the streets fighting the monsters. I will 
not lie to you all. This is the worst we've ever faced. And what we 



are facing, is the dead. Do not panic. Please, we will overcome this 
obstacle, just like we've overcome so many. Stay in your homes and 
lock your doors. We'll be there, shortly. This is the president of 
the United States, addressing on Emergency alert system, signing 
offa€ 1 " 

"What an uplifting speech." Hiccup says. 

"He spoke like we've already lost." Says Tuffnut. 

"Haven't we?" asks Ruffnut. No answer. 

Another static and this time another voice is heard on the 
radio . 

"Brothers and sisters, I welcome you all. I knew this day was close. 
Resurrect iona€ 1 . Was it a virus, or was it the wrath of god. God 
promised the resurrection of the dead. Could he mean this? Believers, 
I have found some disturbing and frightful verses in the bible. But 
what can be more frightful than what we saw?** (I shan't lie. These 
are actual verses in the bible. Google yourself if thou not 
believe . ) * * 

_Zechariah 14:12: And this shall be the plague with which the Lord 
will strike all the peoples that wage war against Jerusalem: their 
flesh will rot while they are still standing on their feet, their 
eyes will rot in their sockets, and their tongues will rot in their 
mouths ._ 

_Isaiah 26:19-20: Your dead shall live; their bodies shall rise. You 
who dwell in the dust, awake and sing for joy! For your dew is a dew 
of light, and the earth will give birth to the dead. Come, my people, 
enter your chambers, and shut your doors behind you; hide yourselves 
for a little while until the fury has passed by._ 

_Daniel 12:2: And many of those who sleep in the dust of the earth 
shall awake, some to everlasting life, and some to shame and 
everlasting contempt. _ 

"Now people, do you still believe it's a virus. God was hinting of 
this since the beginning of time. So blind we werea€ 1 . Tsss tsss." 

And static claim the radio. 

The teens are petrified. "What the fu-?"Curses Snotlout 
"That was in there the whole time?" Ruffnut asks again. 

"Appear so." 

And so the teens are envelope in silence once again. All in their own 
minds, all too terrified. 

"Where are we going?" sighs Snotlout, tired of the silence. 

"My house, stockpile of foods, and state of the art security; should 
do for the time. Army is coming after alla€l" Hiccup says. 

Snotlout nods, and then gasps as he realizes someone. 

"My parents," he whispers. "I need to see them." 



Suddenly, like a chain of reaction, the teens agree. 

"I need to see mine." Fishlegs blurts. 

"And ours too," the twins chorus. Hiccup clutches the wheel as he 
makes a decision. Separation is not an option. 

"Whatever happens, whatever we decide, we stick together." growls 
Hiccup. He is startled at his own behavior. Why is he changing? Why 
is he adapting? His questions are left unanswereda€ 1 .. 

For no one remains pure in the Zombie Apocalypse. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Snotlout walks with pure determination in his eyes, closely 
followed by a worried Hiccup and a sympatric Astrid. Fishlegs and the 
twins trails sluggishly behind, head bowed low in 
defeat . <p> 

Nothing, they found nothing. No live, no dead. As each teen spotted 
their respective houses, excitement overtook them. As their feet 
landed on the porch excitement were gradually converted to reluctance 
and after they stepped in the house, reluctance dropped to fear. Fear 
for the unknown? Fear for the walking dead? As they realize the house 
was empty, they feared for the worse. Though they told themselves 
they shouldn't jump to horrible conclusions, their terrified minds 
couldn't stop ita€ 1 

The streets are wiped of any life, excluding the six. It is mostly a 
ghost town, not even a vehicle in sight. They walk silently, eyes 
scanning each house as they passed. Every house is the same, a well 
matched-box designed house, installed with a porch and coated 
white . 

Minutes passes with no conflict when Snotlout suddenly halts. 

"Let's go," Hiccup says. Snotlout grunts in response. He briskly 
approaches his house, hiccup following behind as he paid attention to 
his surrounding, something Snotlout overlooked. 

Astrid beckons the other three to stop. "Let's wait out here. Give 
those two sometime." 

"But," Hiccup pleads, "The outside is scary." As the words slips off 
his mouth a cold wisp of wind beats their faces. They shiver. 

"Leave them alone," she whispers. "We'll be safe." Her voice betrays 
her, wanting to believe in her words but fails. "We'll be safe," she 
repeats again. 

"We'll be safe." She stares in the eerie streets, 
shuddering . 

"Everything is going to be ok." 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>Snotlout kicks the door open. He screams for 'mother, ' pacing all 



over the place. <p> 


"Mom! Brother! Father!" 

"Quiet," Hiccup growls, "We don't know what is in here." 

Snotlout approaches Hiccup standing by the doorway. "Are you saying 
my family is dead?" he whispers harshly. 

"I don't know, but we need to keep a clear head and put safety 
first." Snotlout curtly nods. 

"You better not be right, " he grumbles, continuing his search for his 
family . 

Snotlout walks into the living room. Suddenly, he halts in his track, 
his eyes fix on something. He falls to his knees as the tears 
fell . 

In the middle of the room was his zombified siblings and father 
munching on his pale looking mother. He shuddered. 

Hiccup being curious of Snotlout actions investigates. He nearly 
heaves his dinner as he sees the scene. 

"Oh no," Hiccup sighs, averting his eyes from the gory scene. He 
gazes at Snotlout, a sympatric look on his face. He tentatively rests 
a hesitant palm on the grief stricken boy shoulder. Snotlout shakes 
it off, sending Hiccup a fierce glare before reverting his sight to 
the gory scene. 

Why, why, ' he yells in his head. 'Why does it have to be like this? 

If I would have stayed home, if I hadn't fought with my father 
they'll be alive right now. Ha, always the rebellious child. Is this 
my punishment?' 

'IS THIS MY PUNISHMENT?' 

'I was looking for this. I brought this on myself. Look at it 
Snotlout, look what you have done. Look at the man ripping the flesh 
off the woman he loves. Look at the two children whom she adores 
devouring her little by little.' 

' LOOK AT IT ! ' 

"Shut up," he mumbles. 

'This is your fault. This is the punishment you get for being a 
rebellious child. 

"Shut up," he growls. 

'You wanna see them right! Good, take Hiccup's gun and end it. Blow 
your brains out. DO IT!" 

It is tempting, so tempting. He has nothing to live for. His father, 
sister, brother is a zombie and his mother is dead. So has he glances 
at the gun, he has a strong urge to end it. But, he gazes at Hiccup 
who has a sympatric and sorrowful look in his eyes. He remembers he 
has something to live for. Like it or not, he may had never 



acknowledged it but Hiccup is family. And family never abandons 
family. Astrid, Tuffnut, Ruffnut and Fishlegs all are family too. 

That is his new family. And he will protect them with all his 
strength, until his heart stop breathing or until the teeth bites his 
live away . . . 

"Snotlout, suicide isn't worth it," Hiccup whispers. It is strange, 
almost supernatural like. How does Hiccup know what Snotlout is 
thinking? 

Snotlout nods, in a trance. He stares at his family once more. 
"Mindless beast they are," he mumbles. He stands on his legs, 
twirling the rod in his hand. "I can't leave them like this Hiccup." 
Hiccup glances from the rod to his family. He realized what 
Snotlout 's motive is. 

"Snotlout, you can't be serious? They are your family." 

"They are monsters." 

"But . " 

"Hiccup, this isn't your decision. I don't want them to be like 
this." Hiccup shudders with horrid eyes. Snotlout whistles. His 
zombified family moans as they search the surrounding for the source. 
Spotting the two boys they rise, bitten feet approaching the fresh 
meats. Hiccup back steps in fear, but finds the courage to stand his 
ground . 

'You got to be strong Hiccup.' 

Snotlout lifts his rod above his head, waiting for the moment to 
strike . 

"I'm sorry brother." A single tear falls as the rod impales his 
brother head. 

Snotlout heart aches. His mind falls into a frenzy of betrayal. His 
hands protest against him for doing such a treacherous act. He falls 
into a dilemma, unaware of the hungry cannibals slowly extending 
there hands for him. 

"Why did you do that Snotlout? Why did you? Why did you?" 

Snotlout falls to his knees, shutting his ears and eyes as he 
sobs . 

"Why did you?" the voice whispers. 

"I did it, for you." 

"Liar!" the voice spits. "Liar, always a liar. You're the devil 
itself Snotlout, you deserve this. You deserve to live a short 
sufferable life and have an agonizing death." 

"Shut up," Snotlout sobs, voice cracky as he sniffles. "Shut up, shut 


"You killed me. I hate you Snotlout. Lacie hates you. Mother hates 
you. Father hates you. You are nothing but a disappointment. Everyone 



hates you ..." 

"Snotlout, watch out!" Hiccup screams. He pulls the boy away from the 
zombies grasp, kicks away the closest one and pulls out his gun. He 
takes a deep breathe... 

'Just breathe and shoot', his tutors words orders in his mind. Hiccup 
squeezes the trigger, the shot aching his virgin eardrums. The bullet 
buries itself into the target skull. Another accurate shot and it is 
over. Hiccup falls to his knees, shuddering and panting. He throws 
the gun away, eyes gazing at the gun like if it is the devil. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>What was that?" yells a frighten Ruffnut.<p> 

"A gunshot. It came from Hiccup." Fishlegs answers. 

"Are they ok?" 

"Only one way to find out," Astrid mutters. Let's go." They approach 
the house but shortly stop after they found out they were one head 
short . 

"Tuffnut, do you wanna stay out here or something?" Ruffnut scowls. 
Tuffnut just stares into the distance, his body shaking increasing as 
each second passes. 

"Tuffnut?" Ruffnut calls, her voice mix with annoyance and concern. 
Tuffnut steps backward as two rotten bodies, moaning and groaning 
like in eternal pain, advance. Suddenly, other emerges, their 
targets: the teens. Tuffnut twirls around, his eyesight spotting over 
fifty . 

"They're everywhere! They're everywhere!" 

"Shut it you asshole," Astrid growls. "You'll attract more of them." 
Astrid grabs his shoulder and savagely hauls him to Snotlout 's 
house . 

"Uh Astrid, shouldn't we get to safety. I mean they are some pretty 
huge forests we could lose the zombies in." Fishlegs offers. Astrid 
gaps for a few seconds before punching him in the jaw. 

"What the hell? Are you saying to abandon Hiccup?" She punches him 
again, his nose cracks and blood flows. "You have known Hiccup longer 
than I have and you're saying to abandon him? What kind of friend are 
you?" Astrid scoffs and then hurriedly enters the house, Fishlegs 
reluctantly bringing up the rear. 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>"You killed them." Snotlout mumbles. Snotlout giggles, completely 
different dim his known chuckle. It was dark, kinda maniac like. 

"Well I didn't know you had it in you sticks. Congratulations!" 
Snotlout rises. "You killed my family." He claps and chuckles.<p> 

" I had too . " 


"Well good for you." Snotlout growls. Suddenly, he lunges at Hiccup 



grasping Hiccup's neck tightly. 


"Snotlout, " Hiccup chokes. 

"You killed them Hiccup, Snotlout said, voice filled with malice. 

"You didn't have too." 

"They were going to kill you." 

"I don't care," he spits. "I was prepared for that. I wanted to die. 
Now for what you've done, I'm going to kill you." 

Hiccup's eyes turn red and his face a dangerous shade of blue. He 
stretches for the gun and points it at Snotlout 's face. 

Snotlout releases the boy's neck. Hiccup coughs, massaging his neck. 
He looks up to see a tear faced Snotlout holding the gun directly at 
his brains. 

"Please kill me Hiccup. Please, end my life. I have nothing to live 
for . Please . " 

For a moment Hiccup lost himself. The side of his lips twitches into 
a tiny smile before trying to pull the trigger. But he stops. He 
pulls the gun away and pockets it. 

"I'm not going to do that Snotlout." 

Snotlout chuckles manically again, saying "Then I guess I'll just 
have to kill you." 

He lunges for Hiccup's neck again but Hiccup saw it coming and easily 
evades. He kicks the bulky boy in the stomach, punches him in the 
face and knees the boy's groin. Snotlout clutches his pain struck 
manhood as he groans. Hiccup watches with a smirk, his gun sticking 
out his pocket. Snotlout glares with pure hatred. 

"What is going on here?" Astrid asks, her presence dissolving the 
fight. It takes a second for Astrid to figure it out. She rolls her 
eyes. "Ugh, boys being boys." Then for no reason, she glances 
downwards. Her eyes spot the bodies and she doesn't have to ask to 
know who it is. The other three had already discovered the 
deceased . 

"Oh Snotlout," Ruffnut sighs. 

"Don't try to comfort me," he spits, voice still present with malice. 
"Now, you all are going to watch as I beat this stick, " he points to 
Hiccup, "to a pulp." 

"Snotlout, look, I know you're angry but you don't have to do this. 
They were dead from the start. You couldn't do anything about it; I 
couldn't do anything about it. I know it may seem unfair but this is 
how it is now. Death will always be with us. We have to accept it and 
move on." Hiccup says; voice calm and controlled. 

Snotlout ponders on the thought. Hiccup's words are like a light to 
Snotlout in a dark eerie alleyway. It shines out from the dark, so 
bright, so true; he takes the words to heart... 



Snotlout nods, reassuring the teens the evil is cast away. Hiccup 
keeps a keen eye on the boy. 

"So are we done?" asks Astrid innocently. 

"Hello, freaking zombies outside. Does that sound like we're fucking 
done?" Fishlegs panics. 

Hiccup lifts an eyebrow. "Fishlegs, what's with the potty mouth? What 
happen to you guys when I was absent?" 

"Long story, let's just get outta here, "Astrid says, sending a death 
glare to Fishlegs who cringes in fear. Girl or not, she could 
seriously pack a punch. 

"What happened to your face Fishlegs?" 

"Long fucking story Hiccup. Now let's get the hell out of here!" 
yells Tuffnut. Then teens head to the exit but abruptly they hear 
moans and soon after bodies slam into the door. 

"Shit, back door," orders Hiccup. Snotlout grasp Hiccup's shoulder. 
"Wha-" 

"Hiccup, my basement. There's food there to last us a couple days." 
Hiccup smacks his head muttering 'why didn't I think about 
that . " 

The two lead the way. They drop to their knees, push the polished 
center piece table away and throw the mat to a random place. 

Concealed under the mat, is the prefect hiding place. There is a trap 
door leading to the basement. Safe and known for only the members of 
the household providing the final plan of safety if a situation goes 
from bad to worse. Luckily it was never used. 

They open the latch and heave the door open. 

"Come on," Hiccup beckons to the three teens to go first. Astrid 
jumps down first, landing with a soft thud follow closely by the 
others . 

"Go Snotlout, " Hiccup says, attention turning to the door as it 
cracks loudly. 

Snotlout scowls and pushes Hiccup down. Snotlout shortly climbs down 
the ladder. 

The door cracks and creaks and soon gives way. Dead after dead crawls 
over each other, desperately trying to get to the boy. 

"Hey, I paid one thousand freaking dollar on that door." And with 
that he closes the trap door. 

He joins the others, completely cloak in darkness. 

"Snotlout, you shouldn't do that," Hiccup groans, rubbing his 
throbbing back. Snotlout shrugs. 


"Had too. 



"I can't see a thing in here," Fishlegs complains. 

"None of us can," Astrid says. 

Snotlout walks to a switch, knowing this place like the back of his 
mind. It is in fact, his place to think. Most times when his family 
gives him problems or when he has the world of stress on his 
shoulders he comes here to relieve some. It was just a couples years 
ago he started neglecting the place, turning to other illegal 
substances to relieve stress. 

He wonders if this is all a silly joke. Is he strapped to a machine 
right now, in a coma? Is he unconscious somewhere for sniffing too 
much? Those thoughts cling to his mind like locust. 

But he knows this isn't a dream. No one, not even the twisted of 
minds could dream reality like this. 

"Welcome to paradise," he says, flipping the switch on. 

The teens shield their eyes because of the bright light, but when 
they open it, it was indeed paradise. Or as close as you could get. 
Though quite small, in the center stands a towering seventy one inch 
flat screen TV accompanied with the stereo and DVD set. Surrounding 
the screen are glorious couches that look soft to the touch. Ancient 
artifacts and strange mantle pieces lays at most corner if the 
room. 

"This is quite nice Snotlout," Astrid chimes. The teens settle on the 
couches, mouths shut and minds lost, probably thinking about their 
families, leaving Snotlout and Hiccup behind. 

"Look Hiccup, I don't know what came over me and I guess I'm," 
Snotlout pockets his hands, trying to act cool but fail miserably, 
"sorry?" he whispers. 

Hiccup is too busy formulating his next motives. They couldn't 
survive in here, maybe a few days but food will be gone after that. 
Plus there's no telling who many zombies they are outside. He sighs, 
why didn't he realize it? Now death is literally looming above their 
heads . 

"Hiccup, you're not a one man show," Snotlout says, like if he had 
read Hiccup's mind. "You can't put all the burdens on your skinny 
shoulders . " 

"We're trapped Snotlout." 

"Then let's put our heads together and figure this out 
together . " 

"And how exactly." 

"By resting for the night. It was a long day and shit happens. We'll 
figure this out tomorrow." 

"I don't see who that can solve it." 


"Just trust me. 



"Quite meaningful words coming from someone who nearly strangled 


"Yeah, but I'm sorry. I wasn't myself and you know that." 

"Yeah," he nods, "your right." Hiccup strolls to the couch but is 
stop by Snotlout extended fist. Instincts make him cringe but soon 
after realize Snotlout has another motive. He straightens. 

"Don't leave me hanging here Bud." Hiccup smiles, his first smile for 
the night, bumping his fist with his cousin's. 

"Cousins . " 

'Oh well this is great, my life is finally getting better. But now, 
in the apocalypse? My theory has been proven correct, the gods do 
hate Me.' he thoughts. 

"Don't get too friendly," Snotlout jokes. 

"Wouldn't dare." And so both strolls to the couches, smiles plastered 
on their faces, having woven a bond that could not be easily broken. 

A bond that will cement in the apocalypse. 

Hiccup plops down next to Astrid, confuse as she shifts away. 

"Are you afraid of me Astrid?" 

"Not you in particular," she says, suddenly all defensive. She bows 
her head, hugging her herself, "Not you at all." 

"So what happened to Fishlegs?" Her mood swing is amazing, shifting 
from defensive too angry in one second. 

"Its better you don't know." 

"Why?" 

"Just leave it be Hiccup, no use dwelling in the past." Fishlegs 
argues . 

"Okay it seems like no one wanna talk," he mumbles. "Or is it just 
me? Snotlout?" He was hopeful Snotlout would make some kind of 
conversation but the boy stares at the ground, lost in a trance. 

"It's okay to let it out," he says. He watches each teen, words 
directed to everyone, "it's okay to let it all out, you don't have to 
be afraid . " 

Snotlout is the first to break. He sobs uncontrollably, laying on the 
coach and cocooning himself as the cries. The twins cuddle with each 
other, Ruffnut resting her head on her brother's chest and Tuffnut 
wrapping his hands around her. It is an extremely rare sight to 
behold . 

Fishlegs stretches himself on the couch, closing his eyes as he falls 
into unwelcome nightmares. Thirty minutes after, the room is silent 
as death. Hiccup and Astrid being the only one awake but neither 
saying a word. Hiccup rises, walking to each teen and placing a 
blanket over each of them, eyes sorrowful as it hovers above their 
frail bodies. 



"Are you ready to tell me now?" Hiccup asks, sitting quietly down 
next to Astrid. Astrid resists the urge to shy away. 


"Why aren't you worried about your parents?" 

"Ba dump." Parents... 

"Ba dump, Ba dump." his heart beats. He could hear it increasing in 
noise . 

Parents... His heart stings, his body shudders and his eyes gaze into 
space . 

_"I never want to see you!" a voice yells. "I never want to see your 
shadow. You're a disppoint, you're the cause of her death. YOU SHOULD 
HAVE NEVER BORN ! " _ 

Those cursed words... Tears wells in his eyes, having no desire to 
hold it in bay. 

"Oh Hiccup; I'm sorry for bringing it up." Astrid closes the distance 
they shared, enveloping him in comforting hands. He buries his head 
in her shoulders . 

_A small freckled faced boy with combed auburn hair stood in a messy 
room as a maid fixed his tie. His small frame was garmented in a suit 
and his deep green eyes gazing lovingly at the maid. _ 

_"Sarah, when is father coming home?" he asks in his adorable high 
pitched voice. _ 

_"If young master Haddock is a good boy the master will surely come 
and praise him," Sarah smiles, pinching the child's noise, earning a 
giggle. _ 

_"Then I'll work hard," he shouts. Sarah smiles, expertly hiding the 
sympathy . . ._ 

"Sarah is like a mother to me," Hiccup says. "She was always there 
for me. My mother passed away in childbirth and he blamed me for 
it . 

"Who ' s he? " 

"That man," he growls, suddenly full of anger. 

"Oh. " 

"And actually, I can't even remember his face anymore." Hiccup tenses 
but eases as Astrid rubs his back. 

"It was dark. I was running. I was so afraid Hiccup, so afraid. I 
thought I lost him. Just as I stopped to catch my breath he jumped 
out and pinned me down. I screamed. He was my first boyfriend, and he 
was trying to rape me. He ripped my close off. I didn't think Hiccup. 
I was filled with rage. I had a pocket knife on me..." 

"Astrid, did you?" 



"I didn't kill him Hiccup. 


"Oh. " 

"I murdered him..." Hiccup gasps. Astrid continues. "Bloody murder. I 
took my knife out and impaled him in the stomach. He died, but I kept 
doing it. Astrid hugs him tighter, concealing her crying self in the 
crook of his neck. Next morning, I ran away. I was an orphaned, no 
one cared about me. Settled here for a time, fake ID. But my real 
name is Astrid." 

"He got what he deserved." 

"No Hiccup, I'm a murderer. I'm afraid I might do that to you too," 
she cries. 

"Astrid I would never do anything to hurt you." Astrid punches him on 
the hand, hiccupping. 

"Ow Astrid." 

"Stop being so adorable Hiccup." A few comforting moments of silence 
overtakes them. Astrid regains herself, punching him in the arm 
again . 

"What was that for?" 

"For making me cry." She pulls him closer and bites him on the cheek. 
"And that's for everything else." He rubs his cheeks, smiling. She 
snuggles closer to him, resting her head on his shoulder. 

'This isn't so bad, ' she thought. 'I might actually grow to like 
this . ' 

"Really?" Hiccup questions. 

"Oh god," she says, blushing like a tomato. "Did I say that out 
loud? " 

"Yep," he coos. He runs his hand through her blond hair, savoring the 
moment. "And I'm glad you did." 

"Stupid," she mutters, cheeks increasing in temperature. 

'How could he be so adorable and cute at the same time?' 

"We need a place to go, Astrid, " Hiccup says, suddenly all 
serious . 

"Idiot, what a way to ruin the moment." 

"I'm not joking Astrid." 

"Oh... Where can we go?" 

Hiccup stares into nothingness, lost for words. 

"Let's just get some sleep." Hiccup makes a move to find another 
couch but Astrid grips his hand. "Please, stay with me." 



"Ok," Hiccup says, flushing. Hiccup lies on his side and Astrid 
snuggles into his chest. "This is the closest I've ever been to a 
girl," Hiccup admits. 

"Me too." 

"Hey, Hiccup whines in mock offense, "I'm not a girl." 

Then sleep!" she commands. 

Slowly they drift in dreamless sleeps, wrap in each other embrace, 
feeling warm and content. The best they have felt since the world 
went to shit. 

Fishlegs traces his bruised face, a devil like smile on his 
face . 


'I'm a survivor Astrid. I want to survive. I want to live to see 
another day. Even if that means betraying someone. I don't care, I 
don't care. As long I'm safe, that's all that matters. I don't care 
about anyone else. This is the apocalypse. Only the fittest of the 
fittest will survive. And you guys are dead already. I don't wanna be 
a part of that. I don't wanna die. 

Slowly, making his decision, he joins the others in the dream 
realm . 
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><pXstrong>So that is finally done, and 5000 freaking words. 

Wow . <strong> 

**Feel free to review, like/follow. They mean a lot to me. Let me 
know what you thinking, what I'm doing right/wrong. Feel free to talk 
away. ** 

**NOW RECRUITING OCs FOR TWISTED FATE** 

**REQUIREMENTS : PERSONS WHO CAN SURVIVE AND WHO ISN'T AFRAID TO 
DIEa€l APPLY WITH A WRITTEN APPLICATION OF YOUR PERSONALITY AND WHAT 
YOU ARE IN THE APOCALYPSE, CHOICE OF WEAPONS AND HOW LONG YOU THINK 
YOU CAN SURVIVEaCl. ** 


4. Chapter 4: Here Death lies 
**Volume 1: The beginning of the end** 

**Summary: God promised the resurrection of the dead. No one knew 
what he had in mind until he showed us all.** 

**Thanking everyone who reviewed: Ferdos, Dakota, Insanity, Jenny, 
Rinter215 and StorSpeaker. ** 

**Insanity: I know what you are trying to do but I have already 
portrayed Toothless as a character in my plot. You can rename him 
something else though.** 


**One more time to apply as a survivor.** 



><p>10 :00pm, the air was different. A bright sunny morning ruined by 
fate. A virus, unknown to civilization evolved into a mind of its 
own, awaking the dead, killing the living. In minutes the State of 
New York City went into a frenzy of panic. Civilians ran up and down 
like a mad house, tailed by the undead. Some locked their doors, 
praying death will come painless; others fought for their lives but 
failed miserably. Cars exploded, blood spilled infinitely, guts 
pooled every corner, humans lay dead on the streets, and loved ones 
sunk their teeth in the person they once cared for. It was hell in 
New York City, a hell the government thought they could 
control . <p> 

But they were proved wrong. 

10:49pm, soldiers rushed to the heart of the problem, pumping lead 
after lead into the undead. The thing is; they wouldn't stay dead. 
They crawled, some body split into two, trying to reach for the 
soldiers. It was a one-sided battle. But the soldiers clung to hope 
like a drowning man clutching a straw. 

"Back to back man, we need to retreat!" The army fired bullets like 
crazy, but it was hopeless. 

"What are these things? They won't die." 

"I don't know. We need to retreat." The remaining soldiers ran to a 
functioning war tank, heart pounding against their rib cage. They 
watched as their comrades went down one by one, screaming in 
agonizing pain. The living soldiers mourned for their fallen, as they 
drive the tank into the swarms of undead. 

"What do we do?" 

"We need to get out. Contact base." 

"Sir, sir we need a plan of evacuation. Everyone is dead! Please help 
us." Silence was all there was on the other side of the radio. The 
soldier pleads again. 

"Thank you Sergeant for your service." The commander said. 

"What do you mean?" the soldier asked. The tank jerked 
violently . 

"There trying to turn us over." The driver of the tank said. 

"With that number, that will be easy." Lieutenant admitted. 

"What do you mean sir?" the soldier on the radio asked. "WHAT DO YOU 
MEAN?" A missile sizzled pass the four soldiers. 

"No, no no no no," the Lieutenant swore. "Their nuking New York 
City . " 

"What?" A missile race passed the undead below, target: One World 
Trade Centre. 


"You, can you hack into the emergency alert system?" the Lieutenant 



asked, pointing to the radio operator. 


"Y- yes." He stuttered. The man commenced his work, beads of sweat 
dripping from his forehead. 

"What are you doing?" another man in honor said. 

"They betrayed us, " the Lieutenant growled, staring blankly into the 
thousands of corpse. "They deserve to die, they deserve to suffer and 
I'll make the people of America do that." 

"But how?" 

"We're on." The radio operator shouted. 

"Like this." Lieutenant snatched the radio. "This is Lieutenant 
Braid, broadcasting on emergency alert system. I am bringing an 
update on the situation in New York City. I do not know what kind of 
cover up story the government might tell you, but I tell you this, 

'we are facing the dead.' Yes people, the prophecy is right. Moments 
from now the dead will be banging at your door, hungry for your 
flesh. It does not matter if your family or not, their dead and they 
don't care. By tomorrow time. New York City will be no 
more . " 

Thousands of people crane their aching necks to have a better hearing 
of the situation. The place was deadly silent, on the streets, in the 
rooms, everywhere. Every ear was plastered to the Lieutenant words, 
believing every drop of the truth; no matter how crazy it sounded. 

The emergency alert system was not a joke. This was real, this was 
reality . 

"Get off the radio Lieutenant!" the commander ordered. "I said get 
off the radio soldier." 

"I do not follow your orders," Braid growled. "You hear people; this 
is what the world has turned too. Moments from now, the world will be 
in ruins. And it is because of the tyrant government, SITTING ON 
THEIR COMEORTABLE CHAIR THINKING THAT THEY WILL BE SAEE . ! WELL THEY 
ARE WRONG! THEY WILL DIE JUST LIKE I WILL! People, if any leader ever 
survives, honor a dying soldier words and kill him. Do not 
hesitate . " 

A young woman rested her hands on her swollen stomach. "Braid?" she 
called dreamily. 

"I love you, Sophia," were the soldier last words before the missile 
impacted the World Trade Centre. The explosion was powerful. Glasses 
shattered in a one mile radius and fire consumed the buildings of New 
York City. In seconds. New York City was nothing more than a burning 
inferno. The four soldiers screamed as death came with swift wings. 
Their skins were burned to nothing but tendons and muscles along with 
the undead. Moments after, the fire disappeared and a big crater was 
all that was left of New York City. 

"We did it, " the president cheered. The room bombarded into shouts of 
victory, muffling the gunshots heard above. 

Above the bunker the army was doing a somewhat good job at killing 
the undead. But, when one corpse falls, others took its place. They 



found out a shot in the head was all it took for the dead to be dead 
but not all soldiers were sharp shooters. Moving targets were hard to 
kill and it didn't help they had to aim for a specific spot. Inch by 
inch they came closer to the doors of the bunker. Ammo was gone, the 
soldiers were tired and the fighters had lost hopea€ 1 

They retreated, but, the leaders stated otherwise. As the soldiers 
were routing their way to safety the doors closed. 

"Hey, open the door!" A soldier shouted. They braced against the 
doors, drew their pistols and fought for a few seconds. 

"Thank you brave soldiers for your service, " Commander said, 
emotionless . 

"OPEN THE DOOR!" A soldier kicked and punched the door. "Please. 
Please . " 

This was it. This was the end. A single tear escaped from the 
soldier's eye. "Please, you're killing us." He sobbed. The others 
dropped their guns in defeat. They bowed their heads and waited for 
their inevitable death. 

"You're killing us," the soldier wept. "You're killing us. YOU'RE 
KILLING US ! " 

The first undead came and bit into the man's neck. Others soon piled 
on the remaining soldiers, biting any sort of flesh they could 
find . 

It was the worst punishment mankind had ever brought on 
themselvesaC 1 . . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"What do we do?" one of the surviving leader says, clasping his 
hands on the table. The leaders are seated in a dimly lit conference 
room with only one exit (or so they thought .) <p> 

"Alert the world, tell them to prepare. We can win this," the 
president says. The men and women exchanged nods and did as they were 
told . 

"And about the situation upstairs, that's probably half of the army 
wiped out." The leaders look to the man seated on the head. It is a 
sort of situation where only certain few or the elected knows what to 
do . 

"Aid the people." The president deadpanned. "We need recruits to 
fight these things off." 

"And the people would be an excellent choice?" 

"Yes . " 

"And what if the army is also wiped out. You saw how those things 
are, they won't die." 


"Have you ever heard of zombies Commander?" the President asks. 



The room grows silent. The occupants shudder in their seats. Some 
even burst out in protest. 'That isn't possible, ' they scream. 

But deep down in their minds, they know it is all real. 

"Aye . " 

"A shot in the head will kill them for good," the president says. 
"Contact base. Commander, and prepare them. "We're winning this 
thing." His voice is so determined, so strong the leaders did nothing 
but agree . 

Abruptly, as if the gods are against them, outside breaks into a 
frenzy of panic. The dead wades out of every side. Remaining soldiers 
are back to back as they fight a losing battle yet again. It is not 
long before the whole outside turns into nothing but a bloody 
pool . 

The leaders are terrified. A single soul mutters a prayer before he 
opted out. Two others follow his lead and it is then the dead burst 
through the doors . 

It happened so quickly. Leaders drew their gun in a lost string of 
hope, pumping lead after lead into rotten heads. But the ammo drained 
and others soon took their lives. The president saw the panic and 
left. He pressed a hidden button and an elevator popped into view. A 
single surviving leader pleaded to be let in but the president shook 
his head with little to no emotion. He mockingly sympathizes with the 
man as he made a tasty treat. 

He thought he was safe. He thought he would survive. But that was all 
proved wrong as the doors opened. He freezes in his path as thousands 
of zombie stares hungrily at him. They piled into the elevator. He 
tried to commit suicide but his gun clicked. 

He was meant to suffer an agonizing death. The dead grabbed him and 
feasted. For all the sins, for all the tyranny and for all his souls 
he ordered to death, this is his punishment. 

And slowly, the tyrant died a painful death. 
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><p>"Well well well what have we here?" Tuffnut mutters. <p> 

"And they have no dignity, doing it in front of us, " Snotlout 
teases . 

"They still have their clothes on Snotlout, " Fishlegs 
deadpanned . 

The four are cautiously observing the two sleeping figures: Hiccup 
and Astrid, heads a little too close for comfort. They continue to 
mutter under their breath, figuring out just what words to tease the 
two as they wake. 

Astrid soon stirs. She groans as she stifled a yawn, blue sleepy orbs 
slowly fluttering open. Her heads hits something muscular and the 
memories of last night hit her like a speeding bullet. Maybe lying 
down for a few minutes more won't be bad. It's not like she has 



anywhere to go. She turns and buries her head in Hiccup's chest. It 
had an unwelcoming result. 

Hiccup moans as he wove his hand through her hair. He places a kiss 
on it, neck aching from the awkward sleeping position. 

"Morning, " he whispers, oblivious to the four other teens, their 
heads hovering inches from the two. 

"I never recall kisses to be an ok thing," Astrid mumbles, sighing on 
his chest. 

"It's actually a friendly gesture Astrid, no bullshit involved." 

"No bullshit, I like that. Remember it." 

"Of course." And reluctantly they untangle their selves from each 
other and prop themselves on one elbow. 

They freeze on the spot. 

"Morning," Ruffnut says lowly, biting back a giggle. Hiccup yelps. He 
falls off the couch, rolls away from the four and stares hopelessly. 
Realizing there is no threat he stands on his foot. 

"Don't ever do that again," Hiccup scolds. 

"What is with her?" Snotlout asks, pointing to Astrid. Astrid is 
petrified, her face flushed like a red tomato. She shakes her 
head . 

"Don't ever do that again?" she tries to growl but comes out as a low 
whimper . 

"There's nothing left to do honey," Snotlout says. 

"Why don't you try slinging yourself on the balls, maybe it's 
probably better than stalking." 

"Maybe I'll try it later." Astrid rolls her eyes. 

Is this going to be her life now? Cuddling with Hiccup wasn't so bad 
and she would shamelessly jump at another chance again but waking up 
to an annoying boy is not ok with her. Grumbling a few silent curses, 
she sinks in the couch softness again, concealing her blushing face 
with a pillow. 

What else is there to do? 

Snotlout smirks at each curses. Now this is who he would be delighted 
to spend his last days. Waking up, teasing Astrid, eat and tease 
again. Maybe find someone to beat the time too would be nice. 

"Okay everyone," Hiccup says, not sure if he should disturb anyone. 
"Breakfast ? " 

"Sure," Astrid grumbles. The other agrees. 

"So the food will run out in a couple days," Hiccup blurts. He 
munches on his protein bar, observing his other companions. 



"Soo?" Tuffnut asks. 


"Don't try to play dump Tuffnut," Astrid snaps, cheeks resting on her 
prop elbows, gobbling her cereal down. 

"To be noted: never mess with Astrid in the morning, " Snotlout 
says . 

"Go fuck yourself Snotlout." 

"Have you noticed Astrid," Snotlout chuckles, "there's not a place 
for privacy here." 

"You can try under the table, " Tuffnut offers, "Or maybe on the 
couch . " 

Fishlegs shakes his head as a laugh escape. Ruffnut holds a devilish 
grin and Astrid pats her stomach. 

"If I puke, you'll be covered in it," Astrid threatens, suddenly all 
greenish . 

"Hey, no one is doing whatever and puking here," Hiccup says. He 
swallows the last piece of his bar and throws away the paper. I've 
checked the storage and we have about two day's food with us." 

They groan. "Doesn't your family pack the storage Snotlout?" Tuffnut 
asks but gasps as he realizes his choice of words. 

Snotlout heart skips a beat and his chest knots into tightness. His 
lips quiver. "Parents?" Snotlout lips curves into a smile. "My 
parents are dead Tuffnut," he says, voice voided of all emotion. He 
springs up in a flash and storms away to a corner of the room. He 
braces against the wall as he curls into a ball. 

"They're dead Tuffnut, they're dead." 

"Give him time," Hiccup breaths, "He'll get through it." Hiccup 
stares long and hard at Snotlout before clapping his hands, snapping 
his friends back to his attention. "Two days left of food, five or so 
days if we ration." 

"Ration? But that's like starvation," Fishlegs says. 'Smart 
thinking, ' Fishlegs thought, 'maybe sticking with them won't be a 
death sentence after all.' 

"And we don't have a choice Fishlegs." 

"What do we do?" Astrid asks. 

"Right now let ' s get the food in one backpack so we can make a quick 
getaway if we need to, search around here; there has got to be 
something of value and weapons, we need weapons. Anything pointy or 
looks like it can bash in or impale a skull is welcome." 

They nod, and got on with their work. Snotlout joins in after a few 
moments of peace, hands working quickly but mouth utterly 
speechless . 



"Ok, we have some good things, " Hiccup praises, nodding at each 
items. Who would have thought Snotlout basement had a lot of zombie 
killing items? Bats, knives, pointy rods, twin sword and a scythe lay 
with all its glory on the mahogany table. Hiccup inspects each item 
with a smile, a little nostalgic thinking about these bad boys in 
action . 

"Hey guys, look what I find," Tuffnut shouts. 

"Keep your voice down Tuffnut they are wow-!" Hiccup says. 

Tuffnut stands tall with a wielders helmet and a deadly chainsaw in 
his hands. His hands itches to rev it up but he knows better. 

"Well aren't you ready for a Berk chainsaw zombie massacre," Hiccup 
teases. "But between you and me, chainsaws won't do much to the 
dead . " 

"But why?" Tuffnut pouts. 

"To kill a zombie you need to damage the brain and a chainsaw would 
just make a whole mess, not to mention their blood might splatter on 
you and you might get infected." 

Ruffnut approaches her brother with that motherly look. She jerks the 
chainsaw away from him and removes his helmet. 

"If what Hiccup says is true then I don't want you to use this," She 
scolds. She wipes a black streak off his face. "I already lost people 
I cared about and I don't want to lose you too." she whispers, head 
bowed low. 

"Hey," Tuffnut says, cupping her cheek and bringing her eyes to his. 
"I'm not going anywhere." Ruffnut smiles, a tiny smile only for him. 
"Now give me a hug." 

Tuffnut extends his hands. Ruffnut punches his jaw. 

"Yep, nice hug," Hiccup interrupts. 

"It's there kind of hug. They punch each other on their jaw," 

Snotlout fills in. 

"Well that's weird and disturbing," Astrid says, furrowing her 
brow . 

"Talk about it." Fishlegs mutters. 

"Are you all like this?" Astrid asks. 

"Not this guy," Hiccup gestures to himself. 

"I like that, I really like that." Hiccup slowly walks to her, 
smiling all the way. 

"I'm glad you do," Hiccup whispers in her ear. 

"Hiccup and Astrid, sitting on the couch, F-U-C." Astrid punches 
Snotlout stomach followed by a quick kick in the crotch area. "OH," 
Snotlout groans, toppling over in pain. "This girl will kill 



me . 


IT 


"Glad to hear," Astrid smirks, folding her hands. 

"Hey Hiccup, " Fishlegs calls. He had been occupying his time by 
observing each of the weapons, ignoring the other playful antics. 

"All the dead will rise, including the one that was dead 
right ? " 

Hiccup raises an eyebrow. He ponders on the question. "Maybe..." 
Hiccup answers, not too sure. 

"But this place was a graveyard," Snotlout gasps. 

Fishlegs shivers and arms himself with a baseball bat. Tuffnut grabs 
his sister hand ad drags her to the table. They both picked a steel 
bat. Astrid hovers her hand over the scythe, eyes darting to every 
corner of the room. Hiccup straps on the twin swords and Snotlout 
holds his trusted rod to his chest. 

"I guess it's time to go," Hiccup grumbles. 

And suddenly, a hand propels out of the sand ground and grabs Hiccup 
feet. Astrid swings her scythe, chopping the hand with one 
swipe . 

"Well your handy with that," Hiccup praises. "You just got more 
useful." Astrid smiled. 

"Cuddling is not all that comes with the pack." 

"Grab the supplies and everything else useful and let's get the hell 
outta here!" Ruffnut panics. 

And suddenly, the dead woke. They rise from the dirt, bringing 
countless others. Morals and queasy stomach be damned, they all hack, 
slash and swing for a free path to the door. Blood coats their weapon 
like a blanket, they are panting as they emerge from the attic and 
surprisingly the house is empty. They never think. It is all 
instincts. It is fighting for survival, for another day and another 
breath. Hiccup glances back and sees the attic piled with corpse on 
corpse. He thanks god they're all safe and follows the 
others . 

Snotlout briefly stops to take a last look at his dead 
family . 

"Hurry up," Hiccup barks, "We don't have all day." 

"They had always wanted to be cremated, not buried, " he said. Though 
he was never there for them, he's here now. And he'll make sure they 
have their last wish. He runs to the kitchen and releases all the gas 
in the air. Then he runs to the exit, mutters 'goodbye' to them, 
scratch a match and throws it in the house. His once called house 
explodes in a massive destruction. Thankfully he is clear of the 
blast and joins the other in Hiccup's car. 

The tires screech against the ground for a few seconds before the car 
accelerates. The six all releases a breath they had no idea were 
holding . 



"We made it," Tuffnut confirms. His friends nod in agreement. 

They had been driving for hours. Hiccup eyes prickled for sleep but 
he ignored it. He sneaks a glance to the back. His companions are all 
asleep, snuggled like sardines next to each other. Snotlout lay awake 
with him in the passenger seat. 

"The world's been cruel to us hasn't it," Snotlout says. Hiccup 
nods . 

Indeed, it has. Resurrection was always looming over the world but he 
never thought it would happen in his life span. For Christ sake they 
are children, barely turned adults fighting for survival and already 
struggling. What kind of mad joke is this? Was this all a nightmare? 

A twisted dream the gods are laughing at right now. Or is this real, 
real in flesh and blood and will they have to endure this world for 
their short miserable life? 

It seems like it. 

"Is this how the world will be, dangerous and frightening?" Snotlout 
speaks again. 

"More or less," Hiccup grumbles. He really isn't in the mood to talk. 
"I was thinking this was all a dream." 

"So did I cuz but it isn't." 

Hiccup nods. And they continue to drive in silence for a few more 
hours . 

The sun is embracing the horizon by that time. Not yet setting but 
close to dark. They have to find a place to camp soon. 

"Are we the only one alive?" Hiccup questions. He glances to his 
cousin. Snotlout eyes are close and snoring lightly. Hiccup smiles. 
Then, like a sign of hope, he sees a faint trail of smoke. His eye 
trails it and his sight lands on a camp. 

A camp, with living people, who aren't dead. His foot mashes the 
accelerat ion . He feels like crying. Just when he thought there was no 
one else alive he found others. Other people, living and breathing 
and surviving. 

He couldn't believe his luck. The campers stare warily as he parks 
his car. He lets himself out and glances back at this colleagues. 

We would be doing this alone. Find the leader, negotiate and survive. 
He is quite handy with negotiating. But as he turns, his eyes meet 
familiar faces. 

"Mrs. and Mr. Thorsten?" 

"Hiccup!" The two runs to Hiccup. "Where are my two devils?" 

"Don't worry, they're sleeping." 

"Fishlegs parents, it's quite the surprise to see you two here," 
Hiccup says, after spotting the two. Don't worry your boy is alive 



and sleeping . " 

They are some other known faces there also. A Quarter of his class is 
there and some of the teachers are too. He smiles, a genuine smile 
after so long. 

Maybe, just maybe, there was hope after all. 

Though the world might have ended, maybe, just maybe, it was the 
birth of a new onea€ 1 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>*Cheers*<strong> 

**Celebrate with me because I have finished volume one of the 111 
Fate. I would be offering cookies and such but I'm not that kind of 
guy. Free BEER and WINE for anyone who wants. Enjoy.** 

**Next Volume: No Hope** 

** Next on HYTTD 111 Eate:** 

**Hiccup freezes in his tracks, his eyes stares vacantly ahead. 
"Eather?"** 

**"Because you are not my son!" Stoick shouts.** 

**Astrid glares daggers as the Mayor walked away. "How could he just 
banish him like that?"** 

**"Please, please stop," Hiccup pleads, panting and thrusting wildly 
of pain . * * 

**"Boy, be quite. We are conducting an experiment here," the man 
says, as he brings the axe down on Hiccup's bitten foota€ 1 .** 

**I might have revealed too much. ** 

**Eeel free to review. ** 

* *mhl 0_anthony . * * 

**Cya** 


5. Chapter 5: Not to be trusted 

**No hope: If there's hope, maybe even the merest of string, the 
apocalypse always finds a way to destroy it, gobble it whole, until 
there is nothing left, but an empty shell...** 

**Well it's the second volume. This volume will be longer I think or 
shorter than the first. Enjoy** 

**Eerdos: OCs will be introduced soon. I just have to plan out the 
plot. Some will be introduced soon while others in this chapter. 

:;k- :;k- 


forgive me for my never-ending darkness. 



><p>The sun dangles like a glowing beacon, the heat so unbearable the 
witnesses sweated with as little too few minutes as the sun continues 
its merciless torture. Little freckles of clouds are scattered across 
the sky, just to remind the dying world clouds are possible. The tree 
anchors motionless in the soil like a rock, as if they are scared of 
the sick ones, the zombies. No leafs twitch, for no wind blew. The 
world is voided of wind. Maybe they too are afraid, afraid to 
disturb, afraid to brave the sick ones. It's like nature is quickly 
dying with the world, leaving thousands and thousands of areas into 
nothing more than a waste land.<p> 

Cars lay wreck on the streets like famous monuments and flames crawl 
on blocks of houses. 

And the dead, now the undead, claims the streets as their own, their 
frantic movement never stopping, never tiring. They just push on, 
always scanning for flesh, for it is their only objective. 

And nothing could stop them. 

Conceal within a vacant garage, a teenage couple holds each other 
closely, eyes so scared it never leaves the garage door. The girl 
snuggles in the boy frail frame, sweating with no end. Their 
trembling body joins with each other to produce a violent mess of 
tangled limbs. Slowly the boy pours a liquid labelled 'Castrol' into 
two cups. He hands one to the girl and raises his own. 

"I love you," the boy whispers. 

"I love you too," the girl admits. 

It was the first time they had said it to each other, but yet so 
true. They had braved the world of stress on their shoulders, 
witnessing their parents' death then their group's death. 

It was too much. They couldn't survive, and there is only one other 
way . 

The boy smiles weakly as he downs the liquid, the girl doing the 
same. They embrace each other tightly. 

For the last time. 

And slowly, they slip away from this torturous and horrible world 
into everlasting peace, their hands tightly thread together, forever 
and ever. 


**Meanwhile** 


"And the three little musketeers lived happily ever after." A woman 
ends. She closes the book and grins as she ruffles her son and 
daughter's hair. She lovingly kisses them on their cheeks and mutters 
' I love you . ' 

Her eyes are getting droopy. It pained her but she had too. 

She had to lace their food with poison. This world is too cruel for 



her little munchkins . She might survive, but not her two munchkin. 

Her son suffers from Down syndrome and her daughter is crippled by an 
untimely accident . The world had grasped so much from her, her 
husband's life, her son's brain, her daughter's movement and shall 
rob her unborn baby with her life. With a moment of desperation, she 
took her life by the reins and led it the way she wanted. 

Her dark eyes can see it, her children are slowly dying and so is 
she, with her unborn baby. She places a hand on her swollen belly, 
cupped both her children's hands with another and lays her head on 
the bed. 

And all she could think about; was joining heaven, with her two 
munchkin, her baby and her dead husband, her hero, her lover. 
Lieutenant Braid. . . 

**Later . . . ** 

For a moment all was at peace. But then the virus set in and the 
peace is shattered. The two couple, dead in the garage, stirs. Their 
eyes opens and they rises. Their clasps hands fell limbless against 
their sides and they both joined the other monsters, in a 
never-ending judgment, to walk the streets of the apocalypse as 
minions of hell, torture and never-ending agony 

It was a strand of hope they follow and when they swallowed the 
poisonous substance they thought they would be at peace. But now, 
because of their stupidity, they would walk the earth as mindless 
beast until someone showed mercy on their faith and end their life. 
But until then, they would be trapped between the fabric of torment 
and peace. 

Until the very enda€ 1 . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Clustered between the thick vegetation of the forest, standing on 
broken twigs and muddy ground stands a sleeping camp. The charred 
pile of logs burns brightly, the smoke rising and lingering with the 
new birth moon and stars. The sky is clear, but deadly silent. Crocks 
of cricket and frogs are never heard, not even the wind dear 
stirs . <p> 

Peaceful it is. The campers sleep warily in their tents. The fire 
keeps ravaging but no one heed its warning. Suddenly, a wicked wind 
breathes through the camp. It flickers the fire but otherwise 
everything else is unharmed. Minutes later, dark pregnant clouds 
looms over the camp. 

A thick fog arrives seconds later. 

And with it, came the undead. . . 

**_Later . . ._** 

A lone corpse wonders in the fog, growling at anything he hears. It 
jerks its head in every direction; yellowish blood shot eyes hungry 
for flesh. He opens his mouth to expose decaying teeth. 


Suddenly, a sword impales the zombie at the back of his head, exiting 



through his open mouth. The wielder pulls out the sword and jerks it 
to shake off the blood as the corpse falls to the ground. 


Hiccup sighs, sheathing his sword as the fog lifts. It's like that 
what's the fog was waiting for, for the dead to die. 

"Is nature allying with the dead too?" he mumbles, dry skin bathing 
in the heat of the sun. 

"Can't blame her, we humans destroyed the world," Astrid answers, 
approaching him with a warm smile, scythe shouldered. 

"No comment there. But I do have a comment, isn't that scythe too big 
for you, I mean it's so long." 

"How about a fight and we'll see," Astrid smirks, twirling her scythe 
in her hand. Hiccup raises both his hands in retreat. Astrid is 
extremely skilled with the scythe. Not one had ever bested her in a 
one-to-one duel. 

"I don't-." 

"We still need him Astrid, " Holly Gorman says, mild chapped lips 
twisting into a tiny grin. Her black knee length boot crunches 
against the muddy ground, black leather pants hugging her thighs. She 
wipes the blood off her hunting knife against her black leather 
jacket, tucking a stubborn stray brown wavy hair behind her 
ears . 

"And besides, who else would you sleep with at night?" Holly asks 
Astrid, raising thin eyebrows. 

Astrid balls her fist, thankful her bangs concealed her bowing, 
flushed face. 

"I don't sleep with anyone," Astrid hisses, running off in a 
flash . 

"Sure you don't." 

As Astrid ran off to avoid the conversation Hiccup took his time to 
inspect the damage. Casualties are mostly none, but he couldn't be 
sure. Everything seems ordinary, no blood, no guts; just the same old 
forest. His eyes settles on the zombie he took down recently, with 
surprisingly no emotion. If someone had ever said he will be driving 
knife in heads in his future he would have puked and labelled that 
person as mental. But now, the things he'd seen since the days he 
arrived are the things that made him who he is. 

He feels nothing but pity, pity for the thing's fate. Rewinding a 
couple days back he would have hesitated before killing a zombie, or 
maybe avoid killing at any cause. But remembering how one of his 
colleagues got ripped open by those things, the pain and misery of 
watching helplessly as the zombies ate his friends made something in 
him snap. It was like he had switch off his humanity. Never had he 
lost control like that. 

He saw red, red everywhere and he just acted. He had never thought he 
would kill those things so brutally. But he did, and it ate at his 
heart for two days. Until someone talked some sense into him. 



And that person was Holly. He had never thanked her for her kindness 
but today he will. 


"Thank you Holly," he says. Holly furrowed her eyebrows. "For helping 
me open my eyes." 

"Sure, no prob." Hiccup nods and walks off. In his walking he spots 
no other than the leader of the camp, the cocky bastard. Brain 
King . 

"How is everyone?" Hiccup asks, not bothering to hide his growl. 

"Of course they'll be alright," Brian King assures. 

Hiccup sighs, how he hates that guy guts. "Aren't you gonna check?" 
Hiccup glares burns holes into Brian. 

"I will lad," Brain claps Hiccup on the back, "But because of my 
leadership, nothing can happen." 

"Oh sure, and that sudden attack is a sign to show how good you are 
at leading," Hiccup says sarcast ically . 

Brain let the words sink in, then he nod, a solemn look on his 
face . 

"Look," he growls, "I'm doing the best I can. What more do you want 
me to do?" 

"At least put some night watches and some lookouts, " Hiccup 
says . 

"I'll get to that. Anything more?" 

"Yeah, you keep leading like this, and your people won't survive a 
week," Hiccup growls before storming off. 

Brain clutches Hiccup's shirt and brings him close to his personal 
space. "Look, I let your friends in, and that means I have more 
mouths to feed. But just like how I let you and your friends in I can 
kick you out just like that." And to prove his point Brain pushes 
Hiccup away and trumps off, leaving Hiccup staring daggers at his 
retreating back. 

**_Meanwhile ._** 

"Are you ok, " Ruffnut panics, searching Fishlegs for any sign of 
wound . 

"Yes I am," Fishlegs groans, rolling his eyes at Ruffnut 's 
mother-like antics. 

"No you're not Fishlegs, that thing was on you." 

"But I'm ok, I have no scratch, I have no bite, I'm just ok," 

Fishlegs sighs. 

"I just wanted to know," Ruffnut says, pausing at each word. Her face 
flashes a second of hurt, a second Fishlegs regrets. 



"I'm sorry Ruffnut," Fishlegs leads her face to his with his hands, 
"I'm just stressed because of the sudden attack." 

"I just wanted to know if something happened to you," Ruffnut mumbles 
sadly. "I didn't know if you were hurt." 

"I'm not Ruffnut." And he kisses her. Fishlegs welcomes the feelings 
electrocut ing his body. Ruffnut breaks the kiss and stares into his 
eyes, hands threaded in his hair. 

"It took the ending of the world to find you Fishlegs. If I had known 
you were everything I never knew I wanted, I would be a happy 
soul . " 

"And you are happy Ruffnut, and so am I. He presses his lips against 
hers again. 

"Ahem," Tuffnut clears his throat behind the two. Concern claims the 
two as they observe the young man who didn't even bother to stop the 
falling tears. 

"Hey," Ruffnut says, running over to her half. "What happened?" 
Tuffnut chokes on his own words. He points a finger to their shaking 
father. Ruffnut embrace her father, mumbling 'thanks god your safe." 
She takes a step back and was about to ask her father what ' s wrong 
before she realizes something. 

Her heart skips a beat. "Where is mom?" she whispers, terrified. She 
stares long and hard at her speechless father, tears forming on the 
side of her eyes. "Where is mom!" she shouts. 

"Oh Ruffnut." her father mourns. 

Her tears falls. 

"She ' s dead. " 

**_Meanwhile_** 

Snotlout heaves his hammer from the zombie's head. He glances near 
the wall of the tent where a crying child huddles near the thick 
fabric. The child cries harder as Snotlout 's not so quiet footsteps 
draws near. 

"It's ok, it's ok little one," Snotlout comforts but only upsets the 
child more. Snotlout sighs, he's never good with children, somethings 
never change. He racks his brain for something to say. His mind 
settles on a memory of Hiccup trying to approach a wild dog. He is 
puzzled how that idea came to mind but he has no other choice. 

"I'm not one of them," Snotlout says, dropping the hammer. The child 
peaks out of his cocoon, revealing red nose and eyes. "Come on; let's 
get to your mommy." Snotlout picks the child up and exits the tent, 
hammer tucked behind his pants. 

A tear eyed woman runs to a young man, embracing him. She squeals in 
delight as she ruffles the young child hair. 


"Mommy, " she child calls with his low voice, extending his hands 



towards her. The woman scoops her child in her arms, murmuring quiet 
reassurance. Snotlout grins before turning on his heels and walks 
away . 

"Hey stop," the woman calls. Snotlout jerks his head in a questioning 
manner. "Thank you for everything you've done and I think I speak on 
everyone's behalf when I say thank you. You have saved many people 
from deaths over ten times Snotlout, you're a hero, a savior worth 
praising . " 

Snotlout approaches the lady, smiling. He performs a mocking bow, 
grinning . 

"No thank you," he whispers and slowly walks off. 

Darkness cloaks the camp like a blanket, the only source of light 
coming from a controlled camp fire. Survivors huddle around the fire, 
the air tensed, as mouths chew loudly. Conversations are whispers and 
quick, some didn't even bothering to break the silence. While others, 
like the Thorstons, braces on each other, mourning quietly for their 
lost . 

Hiccup sighs. He lays his plate on the ground and pops his 
spine . 

"This place won't last," Hiccup admits, saying the words that were 
nagging on his minds for hours. 

"It will," Brian grumbles, trying to believe in his own words. 

"It won't!" Hiccup snaps, gripping his sword handle. "And you know 

it . " 

"We can make it work." 

"This place is crap," Hiccup barks. He springs to his feet and paces 
back and forth. "We were lucky today." 

"We were unlucky," Holly says. 

"No we weren't! God spared us and send only a few." Holly lids her 
mouth as her head bows, lost for words. Other campers' jumps and one 
tries to make a hasty retreat. 

"You, " Hiccup points to the retreating lady, "Think about if a herd 
of those things come, won't we die?" 

"I don't know," the lady whispers, lifting her child in her 
arms . 

"We will, they'll out number us, drain our ammo and eat us all for 
breakfast. Do you want that?" 

"No," she says, tears spilling. 

"Do any of you want that?" Hiccup asks loudly, raising his 
hands . 


'No's' mutters from all around the camp fire. 



"Do you want that?" Hiccup asks, staring at Brian. 

Brain chews in his nails, pondering on the question. 

"No," he finally says. "So what do you want me to do?" Brian asks. 
Suddenly bodies shift and all eyes turn to Hiccup. 

"What do we do?" Brian repeats. 

"We find a safe haven." Hiccup answers. 

Everyone nods their head. Brain stands from the only chair available 
in the camp and gestures it to Hiccup. 

"I can't," Hiccup says. 

"But your talents say otherwise. Some people want to lead, and some, 
earns that position. And my friend, you have earned it." Brain leads 
a reluctant Hiccup to the vacant chair. As soon as Hiccup rear 
touches the chair, something happened. It's like he morphed into a 
while new person. 

"We leave at sunrise. Pack your bag, and get a good night's rest. 

I'll keep watch for the night." 

Slowly the campers retire to their tents and Hiccup, Fishlegs, 

Astrid, and Snotlout remains. 

"Well who are you?" Snotlout asks Hiccup, a smirk playing on his 
lips . 

"Snotlout," Hiccup says, the old Hiccup reclaiming his body, "I have 
no idea . " 

"It's like you have two different personalities," Fishlegs says. "One 
deals with affairs of leadership and the other deals with 
friends . 

"And is it good?" Hiccup asks. 

"To be honest, I'm afraid of the leadership side." Fishlegs 
admits . 

"So am I," Astrid joins in. 

"I ain't afraid of anything," Snotlout boasts, smiling broadly. 

Astrid rolls her eyes and Hiccup shakes his head, chuckling. 

"I don't know what happening to," he pauses and gestures to himself, 
"this. One time it's like the ordinary socially awkward boy is out 
and the next it's like a big leader type person. It's crazy and 
complicated . " 

"It's not so complicated Hiccup, " Fishlegs says. "Leadership is in 
your blood, you'll always earn that position when you demonstrate 

it . " 

"I mean like this world is changing me so fast," Hiccup says. He 
chews his gum and slouches in the chair. "Just a couple days ago I 
went berserk on a few of those things and since then I've 



changed . 


"We know it's been hard from you," Astrid says. "But it's been hard 
from all of us. We all change Hiccup, we don't get to be the same, we 
never get to be normal again." 

"I wish I can," Hiccup sighs. 

"That's just an overrated pipe dream bud." Snotlout says, "We all 
wish we can go back, but we can't." 

"Okay, that's enough counseling. Time for bed you three." Hiccup 
orders playfully. 

"I'm staying with you Hiccup, " Fishlegs says, fiddling with his hands 
nervously . 

"I can't sleep." Snotlout mumbles. 

"Neither can I," Astrid chimes. 

"Why? Not the same with Hiccup, " Snotlout teases. Astrid kicks him in 
the shin for an answer. 

"I'll take that as a yes," Snotlout wheezes. 

"I thought you two were going to sleep," Fishlegs says, still 
fiddling with his hands. 

"What Fishlegs?" Hiccup asks, "Got something to say?" 

"Uh, maybe it can wait." 

"No, do tell," Hiccup encourages, sitting up on his chair. 

"No it can wait . " 

"Come on Fishlegs," Astrid growls. 

"Well, I wanted to leave you guys behind," Fishlegs deadpans. 

And a bomb was dropped. Hiccup gaps, staring blankly on the ground. 
Astrid narrows her eyes at Fishlegs and Snotlout raises an 
eyebrow . 

"Just thought I should tell you guys, " Fishlegs says and disappears 
to his tent. 

A few minutes later the three recover. 

"I know that guy was trouble," Astrid hisses. "I just knew it. I had 
a feeling he wanted to do that." 

"I never expected it from him," Snotlout says bewilderedly . 

"And to think that we used to sleep with him in the same room." 

Astrid huffs. She fists her hands, clutching some dirt. 


"I know right." 



"So what are we going to do?" Astrid asks. Her blue orb settles on 
Hiccup . 

Hiccup licks his lips, mind blank. He takes a deep breath and admits 
everything . 

**Flashback** 

"He was my best friend, my one true friend who was always there for 
me. Whenever I was hurt, he used to heal me, whenever I was lost, he 
found me a way. I can't think of the time when he was never there for 


_A small auburn hair boy laid on the ground, balled into a tight 
ball. He rocked back and forth occasionally , whimpers escaping his 
shaking body. _ 

_ "Were the servants' rumors true? Did his father really hate him?" 
he thought. Tears spilled more as he thought about his father. He was 
so in a trance that he failed to see a bloated boy towering over him. 
The bloated boy got on his knees and shook the boy with his meaty 
hands . _ 

_he crying boy peeked out his ball. His green eyes settle on his best 
friend and he cries louder. _ 

_"Please Fishlegs, please go away, " the boy wailed. "Just leave me 
be . 

_The bloated boy, Fishlegs, shook his head. "What happened Hiccup, 
what's wrong?" _ 

_"I don't wanna talk about it." _ 

_"Hey hey, remember that time when we swore we would tell all our 
secret s ?_ 

_"Y-yes, " the boy chokes. _ 

_"Well tell me what's bothering you."_ 

_"0-ok, " Hiccup says, sitting straight. "Do-does my father hates me?" 


**End of Flashback** 

"He was their when I found out my father never cared for me. He 
helped me through." Hiccup says. 

"Those were dark times," Snotlout says, in a dilemma. "And I wasn't 
helping you at all." 

"That was long ago Snotlout," Hiccup mumbles, deep in thoughts. 

"How could you act like it never happened?!" Snotlout barks. "How 
could you just forgive me for want I've done?" 

"Because you're here now!" Hiccup yells, earning a jump from 
Snotlout. "You may have bullied me when I was small, treat me like I 
was shit under your boots and hurt me when I was small but you are 



here now. Something that he isn't," Hiccup points to Fishlegs tent. 
"And that Snotlout is why I forgive you." 

Hiccup has no idea how he is standing on his feet. But he pockets his 
hands and settles down on the dirt, closer to the fire. He gazes as 
the flame dances and flickers. 

"Ok," Snotlout says, finally recovering from his shocked state. "So 
what do we do about Fishlegs?" 

"Banish him of course, " Astrid spits, "Who knows when he might betray 
us?" 


"Leave him be," Hiccup decides. "But keep an eye on him," Hiccup 
stands tall, glancing to Astrid. 

"What? Are you serious?" 

"Yes," Hiccup says, voice filled with determination. 

"O-Ok, " Astrid agrees, taken back by Hiccup voice. For a few minutes 
Astrid kept glancing at Hiccup, to avert her eyes as he caught her. 
Snotlout watches the two with a bewildered expression. 

"So what now?" Snotlout says, breaking the choking silence. 

"I'm trying to form a list on whom I can trust," Hiccup 
answers . 

"Well you can definitely trust me," Snotlout says. He pads to the 
fire, and outstretches his hand. "Let's make a truce, an unbreakable 
bond above FIRE!" Snotlout shouts. 

"Don't leave me out," Astrid pipes in, resting her hands above 
Snotlout, the heat blazing her creamy skin. 

Hiccup squinted a critical eye at the two outstretch hands above the 
flames. After a moment of thought, he places his above the 
two . 

"Don't leave out the two of us," Tuffnut grumbles, emerging from the 
dark, his sister following behind. 

"Where were the two of you?" Hiccup asks darkly. 

"In our dark soggy alone place," Ruffnut answers. 

"Ok, I don't want to know where that is," Hiccup grumbles. 

The twins place their hands above the other three and give a fake 
smile . 

"Do we swear to always protect each other in times of 
danger? " 

"Aye," the group shouts. 

"Do we swear to be there for each other when no one else will 
be?" 



"Aye . " 


"Do we swear to never give up on each other until there is no other 
way? " 

They pause before saying 'Aye.' 

"Do we swear to follow the orders of our leader?" 

' Aye ! " 

And so it is formed. A bond above flames, a bond unlike no other. A 
bond, woven and knitted and tied unlike any other knot. A bond 
spanning the lives of each young adult until the very end, a bond 
that will forever be unbreakable until the end. 

"And what about Fishlegs?" Ruffnut chirps. 

"Not to be trusted. . . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong>Well that was heated. I didn't think I nailed the Ocs 
dead on but you guys didn't give me specific attitude. I think i made 
Brain act too cocky and Holly i think was ok. <strong> 

**Well, do tell me what you guys think of this chapter and other OCs 
will be introduced late**r. 


6. Chapter 6: Wounded 

**No hope: If there's hope, maybe even the merest of string, the 
apocalypse always finds a way to destroy it, gobble it whole, until 
there is nothing left, but an empty shell...** 

**I have nothing to say. You guys can punish me, yell at me, flame me 
or even unleash the zombies at me I deserve it. I am so sorry for my 
silence these pass weeks. I won't say anything because my excuse is 
not even worth it. Just enjoy this chapter readers.** 

**And at the end: try not to flame. ** 

**Thank you all reviewers and I got to say, I really do like the OCS 
Holly and Brian. I'm not one for agouties but those two characters 
just catch me. ** 

Astrid bites her jagged nails as the familiar movement of Hiccup's 
Porsche sling shot ahead on the dusty streets of an unknown 
territory. Her baggy eyes are plastered to the front of the car, 
supposedly staring into the remains of the apocalyptic world. 

Green trees stands straight like glamorous mountains, guarding the 
lining of the eerie road. The clouds are pitch black, on the brink of 
bringing their cold torture at any moment's notice. 

Astrid sighs and hugs herself for what little warmth she has to 
offer. She shifts her feet in the cramp space but her knee slams 
somewhere hard.. She sucks in a breathe. 



"I know, Porsche aren't known for their space." Hiccup grumbles with 
a sympathetic expression. 

"Foot is cramped like hell, " Astrid growls, massaging the abused 
joint . 

"I it helps you can put your foot over mine," he offers with a 
lopsided smiled, patting his thigh awkwardly. 

"I'd rather not," she mumbles, resting her elbow on the car door and 
propping her jaw. 

"Why not?" He asks, cocking his head to the side. 

Astrid exhales and chews on her lower lip. "I just don't want too 
Hiccup . " 

She couldn't explain it, but it didn't felt right. That morning; when 

she had awaken with his arms wrapped around her; she felt so safe, so 

secure and cared for. No one ever cared for her. Her parents dumped 

her at an orphanage when she was just a toddler, no one gave her a 

second thought of adoption and the mistress hated her guts. She was 
shun out all her life, like an outcast, the odd one out. Hurt, angry 
and alone was feelings she welcomed, not love, care or 
warmth . 

Hiccup is that warmth, and it frightens her. She is afraid of those 
foreign feelings. It had already found a way to bypass her walls, no 
more. Whenever she touches Hiccup, she feels that ghostly warmth, 
whenever she is close to him she feels cared for and always, she 
feels loved. 

But she was too scared to return that love. 

She knows Hiccup was not that guy that would force her into anything 
but her walls just repels him. What if she killed him like she did 
the other guy, what if she hurt him? She would not be able to live 
with herself. 

The only way, the only safe and hurt free way she sees is to shut him 
out . 

No matter how much it pains her. 

"Astrid, just let me in," she whispers for only her to hear. 

"I'm scared Hiccup." 

Hiccup cages her hands in his, gently rubbing the smooth skin. 

She wanted to pull away but she just couldn't. 

"Stop rejecting me." 

"I can't." She pulls her hand away. "I don't trust myself with 
you . " 

"But I trust you, " Hiccup reassures, placing his hands around her 
again . 



"What if something happens," she says, eyes sparkling with tears, "I 
know this is a shitty thing to say but what if something happens to 
you? " 

"Well then I'll do it to protect you." 

"Don't you understand Hiccup; heart wrenching pain has been in my 
life since the day I was born. I've felt too much pain; I don't want 
to feel the pain of losing you." 

"Then you won't Astrid, " Hiccup pacifies. 

"How can you say that? We both now death is looming over our heads. 
Heck it might be seconds away." 

"We just have to brave it." 

Astrid sucks in a breathe. "Fine," she grumbles and throws her foot 
over his thigh. She releases a relieving sigh. 

"Better huh?" Hiccup teases. 

"Shut it, " Astrid barks, pouting her lips and looking anywhere but 
Hiccup . 

All the argument inside her was suddenly lifted. 

"You guys are so cute," Holly teases, muffling a giggle. 

Astrid kicks her in the lip. "Shut it." 

Holly trails a finger over her bleeding lip. "You kicked me." 

Astrid shrugs. "So?" 

"Huh, your lucky were such good friends." 

Ain't I always?" 

"Don't push it," Holly hisses. 

"I wouldn't dare honey." 

Holly stares menacingly. "Astrid, are you a female dog." 

Astrid raises an eyebrow. "Really, that old saying. You don't have to 
worry dear Holly, because I'm not the only bitch here." 

Holly screws her face in disgust. "Fuck off Astrid." 

"Fuck you too my little dear Holly." Astrid chuckles, not even paying 
attention to Holly's insult. She's had worse insults thrown at her: 
royal bitch, street dog, lowly swine, whore, lowly peasant. She's 
learned to come to terms with all of them. It did prove beneficial in 
the long run. 

"Ladies, ladies, take a chill pill, " Snotlout chuckles, throwing a 
glance over his shoulder from the driver seat. 

"Keep your eyes on the road Snotty," Holly orders. 



"Ok... just leave me out of that," Snotlout grunts. 

"Would you too please stop trying to tear each other throats out, " 
Hiccup pleads. 

"Fine, " they both grumble, folding their hands and pouting their lips 
as their eyes fixes on the passing lands. 

"Thank you ladies," Hiccup praises. 

The teens mouths are lidded shut, the car engine filling the air. 
Behind the Porsche crawls an old school bus and bringing up the rear 
is a pickup truck. 

"Who ever thought the apocalypse would be this boring, " Astrid 
groans, banging her head against the door. 

"Beats me," Hiccup exhales. He runs a hand through his hair and then 
drops it. Unfortunately his hands fell on Astrid' s thigh and she 
instantly stiffens. Hiccup shot her an annoyed glare and she relaxes, 
with time. "I miss my bed." 

"Seriously? Your bed," Holly questions. She scoffs. "I miss my 
phone . " 

"I miss that stupid addicting game subway surfer," Astrid says, 
smiling . 

"Is this the game of feeling what you missed most?" Snotlout asked 
lowly. "If it is then I miss my family." 

The grins collapsed. The slightly red cheeks suddenly turns pale and 
all happiness is sucked out the atmosphere. 

"I miss my mother," Ruffnut whispers, voice raspy and cranky. She 
blinks her puffed eyes a few times to cast away the tears. 

She had cried enough. No way was she showing her hurt in front her 
friends . 

Tuffnut snakes a protective hand behind his sister, the other hand 
soothing her blond hair. Ruffnut head rests in the crook of his neck, 
her hands embracing her waist. 

"I miss them too," Holly mumbles. "But you just have to put those 
memories aside." 

"You can you put them aside when you're living the nightmare every 
goddamn day?" Snotlout barks. 

"By opening up to the people who are facing them with you, " Holly 
answers, a strand of teardrop squeezing its escape. 

"The pain still lives on though," Snotlout grumbles. 

"Always will," Hiccup finishes. 

"So what about you Hiccup?" Holly asks as she turned her head from 
the passenger's seat to his frame. "Don't you miss your mother, maybe 



even your fat-" 

"Don't!" Snotlout and Astrid shouts. Holly winces and then furrows 
her eyebrow. 

Astrid glares Hiccup with a pleading look. 

But the damage was already done. His body was already rigid and his 
pupils were staring emot ionlessly ahead. His eyes were voided of 
light, happiness and warmth. They were open but yet dead to 
everything. It was almost like he was in another world, maybe a 
nightmare . 

A nightmare that his father created. 

And indeed he was . . . 


***Flashback*** 


_A frail auburn hair boy was thrown violently to the ground. His left 
cheek was tainted red and tears were trailing down his cheeks. He 
rubbed his abused cheek and muffled a whimper. _ 

_"Why did you do that father?" The boy asked. _ 

_"Shut up," A hulking man yelled, chest heaving with each seconds. He 
stood like a towering figure over the boy, his majestic beard 
swaying. "Don't ever call me father." _ 

_"Why, " the boy choked. _ 

_"Because you are not my son!"_ 

•3k--3k--3k-g^^-3k--3k--3k- 


"It's ok guys," Hiccup reassures. He clasps his fingers together and 
exhales. "He was never really my father to begin with?" 

"So your an-," Holly voice trails off. 

"No, he just never acknowledged me. He was my father but he never 
truly acted like my father. He hated me; he hated me so bad he even 
said 'you're not my son.'" Hiccup voice hitches. 

"That's quite shitty of a father," Holly comments. 

"Shittiest father ever," Snotlout adds. 

The twins and Astrid chant a low 'yeah. ' . 

"My mother died in childbirth. Never knew her. He always used to say 
it was because if me," Hiccup snorted, "I mean don't a father comfort 
his son when his mother died? Why did he act so like I was never 
his?" 

Astrid intertwines their hands. She shifts in the cramp space of the 
car and embraces him. Her hands soothingly threads in his hair and 
she guides his head to her shoulder. 


She hugs him tighter. 



The feeling, the feelings rush through her body. But this time, for 
the first time, she didn't reject it. The feelings slips through her 
walls and the walls crumbled. 


And when it did, she felt better. She felt complete, like a long lost 
puzzle was finally completing. 

And for once in her life she felt loved. And she did the only human 
thing she could; she embraced the feeling with a smile and returned 
it . 

Astrid pecks him on the forehead. 

"I am an orphaned," Astrid says. 

What?" the teens ask in unison. 

Hiccup lifts his head. "Just hear what Astrid has to say." He snakes 
his hand around her waist and pulls her closer. 

It is his turn to comfort her. They had been through so much. 
Rejected, shun out, neglected, orphaned. The hurt they'd experienced 
could not even sum up to an average's person hurt. But with them 
together, the wound was healing. With them has one, the hurt is 
vanishing . 

Slowly it was, but surly... 

"I was on my first date in an old abandoned factory." 

"What kind of a first date is that?" Snotlout asks. 

"Just hear her out Snotlout," Hiccup sighs. Astrid draws in Hiccup 
closer and rests her head on his shoulder. 

"It was a far way off of civilization but I still went. Any sane girl 
would never go there, but I was not sane and I loved adventures so I 
decided to go. I never questioned his choice of spot and I hate 
myself for that. There was a knife I always carried with me whenever 
I escaped the orphanage. Boy did it come in use that day." 

And as Astrid peers her past to her peers, her voice slowly lost 
volume. She abruptly feels lighter, like if she is leaving this 
world. Her soul is thug from the realm of the living, and instead of 
narrating her gruesome past... 

She relives it. 


***Flashback*** 


_Her white snickers crunched against the sand built route to the 
factory. She pocketed her pale hands in her white sweater, a few 
strands of blond hair falling in her sight from her hood. Her tight 
worn jeans latched onto her slender thighs and she added an extra 
sway in her hips._ 

_This was it. She was learning to let go. She was spreading her 
wings. Her chest was bubbling with anxiety as she drew closer to her 
first date. She hummed a tune to keep her excitement in bay, and not 



long after she arrived at her destination. 


_She grinned, eyes observing her date's choice of place. It was 
adventurous, filled with mystery and the unknown and that was what 
she was looking for. Not silly romantic candle light dinner's under 
the moonlight. Those never appealed to her. She wanted fun, adventure 
and a sense of danger. _ 

_And it all came in one package, a tall, dark, handsome and prefect 
package. What a great catch she made. _ 

_Abruptly, a hand robbed her of her eyesight and she was pulled 
against someone's body. _ 

_"Guess who?" The person smirked. _ 

_Astrid smiled. "Ian." _ 

_Ian released her and as she turned he embraced her. _ 

_"I miss you so much darling," he whispered, lips grazing her 
earlobe. "Do you know how much pain it was to be away from you?" 


_Astrid playfully shoved him away. "Nope," she said, wagging a finger 
at him. " and don't get so frisky at the starting of the date." Ian 
shrugged. _ 

_"Can't blame a guy for trying." Astrid sighed, eyes goggling over 
the boy. His pink lips, his squared jaw, his big nose, his soft blue 
eyes, his smile and his irresistible charm was just so prefect. 


_What a great catch she made... _ 

_She could never be so wrong in her life. _ 

_"Come on, let's go to the unknown." _ 

_"Someone's excited," Ian said. _ 

_"It's my first date, what's not to be excited about?" Ian smiled 
warmly and sync with her pace of walking. He shoved his hands in his 
leather jacket coolly, baggy blue jeans hanging loosely from his 
waist. _ 

_It was fun; we explored the factory till midnight. I wanted to keep 
exploring but Ian had other things in mind. _ 

_He led me deeper into the factory and not for once did I question 
him. I followed him like a lost puppy. After a while I lost where we 
were and I got uncomfortable. It was then he started mumbling 
nonsense and advance. _ 

_"What are you saying?" Astrid choked, slowly retreating from the 
boy. Her back hit a wall and she swore. _ 

_"You're the prettiest girl I ever seen, your beautiful, have a great 
body and it's about time you learned new things. He approached me 
like a predator. As he got closed I kicked him in the groin and I 



made a run for it. 


_I was panting, tired and fatigued. Everything was a mess, my first 
date wanted to rape me and it was all because of my naivety. I 
couldn't run anymore, I was at another dead end and he was walking 
leisurely towards me. _ 

_"There is no escaping me, " Ian shouted. "Come let me have my way 
with you and we can all go home happy." _ 

_"Never in a million years you ungrateful wretch, " I spat, sending 
him one of my worst menace like staring. _ 

_"You're calling me a wretch? And it's you who agreed to this place. 
You're a whore. A stupid whore. The world is right, blondes are 
stupid . 

_I fisted my hands so tight my knuckles turned white. I was tired, my 
mind was clouded and I couldn't think. He was coming closer and I had 
no way of defending myself. _ 

_Unless . . ._ 

_I patted one of my pockets. There it was; the knife. There was only 
one way of escaping this..._ 

_He was standing right next to me. I stared at him but did nothing 
otherwise. He placed his hand on my waist and something in me just 
broke. Something fueled inside me. My body instantly turned burning 
hot and I gripped the knife. My sight was clouded, red was everywhere 
and so was my mind. I couldn't think. He trailed his hands lower to 
my rear and I plunged the knife in his abdomen. _ 

_I should have felt guilt, I should have felt sorry bit I felt 
anything but that. I felt pleasure, pleasure seeing the thick liquid 
of red sprouting from his wound and I wanted to feel that pleasure 
again. I heaved the knife out and impaled him again. And again. And 
again. And again. Ten stabs, maybe more I had no idea. I didn't look 
back, I didn't break. I walked out of the factory, hands squeezing 
the knife's handle, blood splatter all over my sweater, smiling. 




Astrid snaps back to the Porsche. She takes a shivering breath before 
continuing her story. Hiccup squeezes her hand. 

"I felt nothing," Astrid says. "No guilt, no fear. Just pure 
pleasure. That was two weeks ago. He was reported missing a couple 
days after but no one checked the old factory. There was only one 
person I told. His name was Jack, Jack Frost. He was an orphaned, but 
great with IDs. He made a fake passport for me and hugging him for 
his help I left the small town of Paradise before the police could 
detain me for questioning. By the time they found the body I was far 
gone. An orphaned wanted for questioning of a murder of a teenage boy 
was just not the police prime case. People just didn't care what 
about an orphan, and that boy was an alleged rapist himself. So I was 
safe. That was two weeks before everything went to hell. I may never 
know if they found out I was the one or not, I just hope Jack is 
safe ..." 



Hiccup twirls her hair, coaxing her back to reality. 

"So the innocent girl is not so innocent after all is she?" Holly 
teases . 

"Nope, and it would do you good not to push me. I don't think anyone 
want to reincarnation of the past." 

"To be honest I wish if we good go back to the past, " Snotlout 
mumbles. "Where life is easier, where we don't have to always watch 
our back, where we don't have to suffer painful deaths, where there 
was family ..." 

"Those days are long gone," Hiccup says and Snotlout nods. 

"So what about you Holly? Snotlout asks. 

Holly sighs as her head settles in the window. Her friendly antics 
suddenly vanish and she is once again pulled back to that 
moment . 

She lifts her hand and stares with horrid eyes. 

These hands, these cursed hands... 

"Not much, brother and sister were eating my father. I killed them 
with a knife and then my father rose. Killed him too. Couldn't leave 
them like that, just couldn't." Holly says. 

"Looks like we aren't that much different after all Holly." Snotlout 
says light heartedly, sneaking a glance to her. 

"You too?" She gasps. 

Snotlout nods. 

"I guess so," Holly stammers, iris sparkling. 

"I guess so," Snotlout repeats. And for a second he takes his eyes 
off the road, and as he peers his eyes into hers he smiled. 

And after a while, she returned a brighter one. 

They held their gaze for a long time. It was a blissful moment but a 
deadly one . . . 

"Snotlout! Watch out," Hiccup yells. 

Snotlout jerks his head to the road and regret ever taking his eyes 
from it. A lone corpse stands on the road, its stupidity oblivious to 
the Porsche approaching. 

"I'm gonna run over it," Snotlout yells. 

"But my car," Hiccup whines. 

"Screw your car." And the Porsche collides with the corpse at a break 
neck speed. It moans, supposedly in pain if it could feel it, as it 
is rocketed off its feet. The corpse lands a few yards away with its 



body bent beyond repair. 


"That was a juicy one, " Snotlout jokes, thankful the mirror blocked 
the slimy blood. 

He twists the steering wheel a sharp left. 

"This is a big turn," Snotlout announces. 

"Thank you announcer," Hiccup graces sarcast ically . 

A small smile tugs on his lips. But as the turn end, his smile 
vanished . 

"Fucking shit," Snotlout exhales. 

Rotten feet thumped the dirt road in vast numbers unknown to their 
terrified eyes. The herds of carcasses were dawdling away from the 
Porsche, almost as if they were afraid. But carcasses were carcasses 
stupid and haunts the world for flesh. 

"What do we do?" Snotlout asks huskily. 

"Stay quiet, keep low," Hiccup whispers. "Astrid, signal the 
others . " 

Astrid instantly springs to action, all signs of hurt erased from he 
face. She twists around and tried to mouth a 'wait' but her actions 
went in vain. 

Brain sighs when he saw the Porsche stopped. He rubs his temple and 
groans, "what's wrong now?' under his breathe. He sighs again and 
mashes the horn. 

Naive, senseless and stupid in an undead world. 

Astrid cringes. "Didn't he see the whole horde of fucking corpse?" 
she growls. She jerks her head around, her blond hair whipping 
Hiccup's pale face. 

One by one the corpse turns, rotten teeth poking out their open 
mouths. Their eyes settle on the Porsche and as a snarl formed on 
their faces, they run to the Porsche. 

"They run too?" Tuffnut groans. 

"Probably some run, some walk," Hiccup says. 

"Oh holy fu- ! " 

"Reverse Snotlout, " Hiccup yells, successfully cutting his 
swears . 

With adrenaline pumping in his muscles and the thought they could be 
ripped to shreds with decayed teeth, Snotlout 's mind works a mile a 
minute. He swiftly switches gears and floors the accelerat ion . . . And 
silently hope Brian would catch on soon. 

Brain did, for as soon as he saw the Porsche reversing he knows 
trouble is centimeters away. The school's bus engine muffles one of 



Brain's many swears and the bus was violently jerked 
backwards . 

"Hold on to something," Brain yells to the campers. He spins the 
wheel a sharp left and the tire screeches. The bus turns rapidly and 
within seconds his one hundred and eighty degree turn is successful. 
He allows himself a small grin, just a small grin in this undead 
situation . 

"You gonna do what Brain did Snotlout?" Holly asks with a edge of 
panic . 

"Easier said than done. That turn is quite risky and it takes a lot 
of steel balls to do it. And not to say we're in a compromising 
situation, one wrong move and the undead will be on our dead 
asses . " 

"Well do something," she shouts, "anything." 

For something so dead they were fast... Really really fast. Luckily 
they were no match for an automobile. The Porsche was slowly putting 
distance between the enormous herd of undead. 

"Biggest herd I ever seen," Hiccup points out. "I say about forty 
corpses . " 

"Really Hiccup, " Tuffnut groans. "Really? We all can shit our pants 
right now and you're just not helping." 

"Snotlout, time to turn. Complete one eighty, you can do it," Hiccup 
orders . 

Snotlout nods and with gritted teeth he turns sharply. 

Maybe too sharply... And instead of a one eighty degree turned, he 
did a complete three hundred sixty. 

"Fucking rookie mistake, " Brain swears, gripping his rifle tightly as 
he watches the Porsche unfortunately face the charging undead. 

"Oh no," Snotlout mumbles. 

And the corpses slam their body against the car. They raise their 
blood stained hands to the window and anything they could find they 
pounded against, barred teeth dripping with saliva and blood. 

Brain watches the scene unfolded with horrid eyes. He glances at his 
rifle and sighs. Though he may not like the guy Hiccup he couldn't 
watch them die such a horrible death. And plus; Hiccup's blond 
girlfriend was cute. 

"Time to be a damn hero," Brain grumbles. He opens the door of the 
school bus and jumps off, gun raised. He faces the Porsche and takes 
aim . 

The first shot rings through the air like a booming thunder and 
impales dead on. The other corpse stops their moaning and faces him. 
They charge . . . 

"Oh shit," he mumbles. 



He aims and pulls the trigger. The corpse falls but still, they are 
drawing dangerously closer. He shoots another one and then another 
one and then had to retreat. 

He runs into the bus and slams the door shut. Brain collapses on the 
driver seat, panting heavily. 

The first corpse slams into the closed door. The passengers 
shriek . 

"You ok there Brain?" Fishlegs asks, keeping a sharp eye at the 
corpse hammering the door. 

"Yes Fishlegs I'm fucking great." 

"Geez I just asked, no need to curse, " Fishlegs mumbles, rolling his 
eyes. "Doors are strong, might hold," he says, fear mixed in his 
voice. However, it did nothing to pacify the passengers on 
board . 

The corpses soon join the first and the door rattles. Both Brain and 
Fishlegs steps back. 

Is this the end? 

Hiccup raises his handgun and pulls the trigger. A corpse is minus 
from the many pounding against the bus. 

"Not my people you rotten foul," He yells. As if registering an 
insult, the rotten ones charge to him. 

He smiles and unsheathed his twin sword. Astrid stands next to him, 
smirking as she holds her gigantic scythe, Snotlout with his simple 
rod, the twins with pointy sticks and Holly with a hunting 
knife . 

Hiccup impales the first corpse. Astrid swings her scythe with the 
second and the poor corpse head flies feet away from its body. 

"Look behind us," Snotlout yells. The five forms a close circle and 
awaits the rotten ones. 

"We're surrounded but do not break this circle, " Hiccup barks, face 
steeled. If he is afraid he is doing a good job not showing it. And 
as the corpse approach, they deposit it within seconds. 

But that plan soon flatters as single corpse turns into twos and 
threes of corpses at a time. The teens retreat as the corpse grows 
thicker but swings, impales and chops when they could. Hiccup presses 
on, sword swinging like an extension of his body and face twisted in 
a beastly snarl. 

"Hiccup!" Astrid calls. 

"I'm fine. Maintain your circle, " he orders. 

Astrid nods and kicks a corpse. The corpse makes a move to rise but 
her scythe was brought down on his head. The head rolls away from his 
body but disgustingly still snapping and moaning. She deposits 



another . 


Hiccup fought well. Bravely he did but not smart. Alone was never a 
key for survival in the zombie apocalypse. It was stupid of him to 
venture deeper into the herd of corpse. The dead overwhelms him.. The 
herd grows thicker by the second, so thick he has no choice but to 
retreat... With a shriek he steps backwards. But his step is 
interrupted by a body and he fell on his rear. He pants heavily and 
crawls backwards, mouth slightly agape. 

He crawls over another corpse, dead to the world. 

Or so he thought . . . 

His foot trails over the corpse jaw. Its eyes snaps open and it grabs 
Hiccup's foot in a flash. It opens its mouth and gleefully chomps on 
Hiccup . 

"Hiccup, " Astrid screams, dropping her scythe. 

"No," Snotlout gasps, loosing most of his will to fight. 

Hiccup draws his gun and shoots the corpse. His eyes lower to his 
foot, his bitten foot... 

And suddenly, realization hit him. 

"No," he begged, "No, no," he pleaded, "Oh please no." 

But the damage was done. 

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock was bitten and nothing could change 
that . . . 

**Please do not kill me. Do not flame me or do not hate me. Just 
please. Weren't expecting that right? Well I did tell you guys that 
no one was safe from the very start. Soa€ 1 .. That was quite a risky 
move for me to doa€ 1 .** 

**What do you guys think? Tell me in the reviews please. And tell me 
if I had play out Hiccup and Astrid' s past good. Have I done a good 
job and is their past realistic?** 

**Next on the HYTTD 111 Fate: Do not kill mhlO_anthony or they'll be 
no next chapter.** 

**So let's begin a memorial service.** 

**R.I.P Hiccupa€ 1 We'll miss you Hiccupa€ 1 . . * * 

**Re edited: I seriously had no idea where the character Effie came 
from and I was actually talking about Holly. You guys might be 
confused and only recently I found my mistake. Sorry about 
that . ** 


7 . Chapter 7 : Cheated 

**Please note dear readers: This story is a drama filled-hurt 
filled-angst filled- torture fic to the characters at its fullest. 



I've said this once at the starting and I'll say it again, this 
fiction is not no scary, safe or easy on the characters fiction. This 
is drama and intensity at its fullest. Those who like the AMC The 
Walking Dead will surly like this fiction (I think.) For those who 
want to read a nice zombie fiction which is scary, somewhat gruesome 
but otherwise safe on the characters (so far I think) then you guys 
and gals can hop over to the WONDERFUL STORY OF MIKAYLA FIREBANE 
ENTITLED: HOW TO SURVIVE THE ZOMBIE APOCALYPSE. Enough said. ** 

**I swear if I was an original writer publishing a story like this 
the church would have sued my arse. I noticed this story is somewhat 
anti-religious and has some religious themes present. ** 

**Please note everything here is fiction and I am sorry if I offended 
anyone in anyway. ** 

**Thanks for the reviews guys. Some OCs are introduced and I notice 
something with OCs. Whenever I read a fic with OCs I usually forget 
who they are. I don't know if it's the same with you but for me it 
is . ** 

**And thank you to the wonderful Lakotall72 for pushing me to write 
this chapter sooner. Thank you. ** 

**Please note: On the last chapter there is someone called Effie. 

That character is in fact Holly. I have no idea who I got mixed up 
other than the fact, I guess my mind was crowded. . . Sorry about that 
Lakotall72 . ** 

**Timeline (since I'm sure everyone is confused by now)** 

**Chapter 1: Eirst day of the apocalypse. Hiccup and the group 
discovers the dead is walking. ** 

**Chapter 2: Eirst night of the apocalypse. Hiccup couldn't fire the 
gun to save Astrid.** 

**Chapter 3: Still first night of the apocalypse. Hiccup realizes he 
is weak and tries to change that. Second day of the apocalypse: 
Snotlout finds his head family and Hiccup and he fights. They bunker 
in the basement.** 

**Chapter 4: Recap of what happened and my idea of how the apocalypse 
will successfully start. Third day: The crew realizes the basement 
isn't safe and escape. They find new hope.** 

**Chapter 5: Time skip. Eirst week since the apocalypse started. 
Eighth day: A brotherhood is formed.** 

**Chapter 6: One week one day: The now bigger group tries to find a 
safe haven. Hiccup and Astrid open up. Hiccup gets bitten. ** 

**No hope: If there's hope, maybe even the merest of string, the 
apocalypse always finds a way to destroy it, gobble it whole, until 
there is nothing left, but an empty shell...** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"No-no, " Astrid begs. She runs to him, then swings her scythe 
weakly to an advancing corpse before falling besides him, hands 



wrapping him around him in a tight embrace . <p> 


"Couldn't you be more damn careful," Snotlout growls, driving his 
pointed rod into a corpse. He grabs another by its thin hair, hauls 
its head back and quickly disposes it. 

Hiccup is petrified, chest barely heaving and eyes staring at the 
wound-the bite-unbelievingly . It is like he is still registering what 
has happened, and indeed he isa€l 

It couldn't be, it is stupid. 

He was stupid. 

Why didn't he think before he advanced to the herd? 

"Your weak, you are disgraceful, you're nothing but a swine," a deep 
voice hisses in his head. "You couldn't even protect yourself from a 
simple reanimated corpse. You are nothing but a failure," his father 
words rings through his head. He tries to block those thoughts out, 
he really tries. 

But he fails. 

The 'poison' just grows in volume and hatred by the second. 

"Hiccup- Hiccup, listen to me," Astrid whispers. She strokes his 
cheeks with her thump. 

Hiccup is falling-falling into a deep dark abyss with words thrown at 
him in every black corner. But out of all the hate, the anger, the 
insults; one voice stands out form the rest. A soft whisper-a female 
whisper. And suddenly, he isn't falling anymore. He is there-in the 
world of the living- staring into 'an angel's blue eyes. 

"It's okay," she whispers, mustering a fake smile. 

Hiccup returns the smile and though in a situation where they are 
now, corpses pressing in form every side, he forgets about the 
dangers for a moment. 

All he can think about, is the ocean blue eyes and that adorable 
smile. Nothing else matters in this momenta€ 1 

"I've only known you for a couple of weeks and I can already 
recognize a fake smile," Hiccup mumbles. 

"Shut it," she punches his shoulder. 

Hiccup grins cheekily. His eyes slowly trails over her smooth face, 
memorizing every detail, every texture; for it may well be his last 
time he ever does. Her small nose is just perfect, her thin eyebrows, 
her baby fat cheeks and her mesmerizing eyes are like a goddess. His 
eyes stops its little adventure at her lips. They are so smooth, so 
red, so appealing... 

"You are beautiful," he moans. 

"You surly took your time with that, " Astrid chuckles, trying to 
maintain a steady voice. 



"Well I meant it." Astrid cocks her head to the side and 'hmm.' 

"You are cute," she says. Her eyes lowers to his lips, and abruptly 
she is magnetized. Time stops for the two, noise fades away, and the 
only existence are the two young adults. The space between their lips 
feel wrong and slowly, they close the distance. Hiccup hands find her 
waist. Astrid hands thread in his hair. Their eyes flutter 
close . 

And their lips are millimeters apart when Snotlout interrupts them 
with a shout, "Guys, I hate to break this up but they are about a 
dozen corpse a couple feet away from us!" 

Hiccup could swore he felt his lips graze hers before she pulled away 
and sprang up. Everything floods back to them then, the dead, the 
living, and the fight for dominance. 

"We need to get to the bus," Snotlout says. Astrid pulls Hiccup up. 
The group retreats, the dead following them hungrily. In a split 
between the herd Hiccup can spot his Porsche on the road. He loathes 
the dead then, for separating him from his Porsche, for biting him on 
the damn foot, for ruining his would be short life and making it even 
shorter . 

A gunshot thunders through the tree line. The group jumps and five 
men emerge. They quickly commence disposing of the herd and in mere 
minutes they are all lying dead. 

"Are those-"Snotlout says. 

"Soldiers, " Astrid finishes, noticing the familiar uniform. 

"Our prayers have been answered," Hiccup sighs, eyes sparkling. 

The soldiers drops their guns to their side and eyes the group 
warily . 

One of them approaches the group. He stands 6'2 feet tall with a 
shining head covered by his army cap. He furrows his bushy eyebrows 
as his brown eyes stares hazily at the group. His uniform conceals 
his lean body and by the looks of it he looks no older than early 
20s . 

"Howdy there folks," the soldier greets. 

"Hello," Hiccup greets back, firm and cold. "You guys are soldieraO 1 " 
Hiccup states, nodding his head slowly. 

"Yes we are." He offers his hand. "Names Lieutenant Jason 
McAnderson . " 

Hiccup accepts the handshake. "Name's Hiccup Horrendous." It is his 
name that he went by after some time, deciding his last name 
'Haddock' was not a title he wanted to go by. 

The soldier rubs his M-14 and snorts. "Horrendous? What kind of a sir 
name is that?" 


"The best sir. 



Jason chuckles and claps Hiccup on the shoulder. "You're a funny 
man . " 

Hiccup winches as an agonizing pain shoots through his calf. He hides 
his leg out of sight, masking the pain with a grin, and knowing fully 
well that survivors do not act nicely to 'ticking time bombs.' 

"Who have you here Jason?" a man asks, brown eyes with a scar running 
dangerously close to his left observing at them. His faded jet black 
hair nestles in a messy work and his muscles ripples underneath his 
uniform. He has a tattoo on his arm with the words 'thou art with 

me . ' 


"Survivors Toric, and a funny one too." Toric grumbles, approaches 
Hiccup and surveys him with a critical eye. His submachine gun 
dangles leisurely on his shoulders. 

His eyes run over red stained clothes. He snarls. Toric steps back in 
a flash and trains his gun at Hiccup. The others waste no time in 
questioning the man actions for they too mirror him. Neither did 
Hiccup crew, for they form a human barrier around him, each ready to 
shed blood for the boy. 

"You're bitten," Toric growls in a monotone like voice, hands itching 
to pull the trigger. 


"He's bitten," Toric growls, gesturing to Hiccup with his gun. "And I 
know you lot aren't ignorant as to what comes next." 

"We know what happens next," Astrid snarls, "But you aren't going ng 
to do anything." 


"Are you stupid girl," Jason asks, "he's a damn time bomb ready to 
blow at any second." 


"We know ! " 


Jason jumps, then curses his stupidity, and regains his 
posture . 

"But he's just been bitten," Astrid voice lowers. She sniffles, then 
mentally curses herself for showing weakness to the strangers. Tears 
claim her eyes but with strength that she knows she possesses, and 
with the help of her teeth biting her gum, it keeps the feelings at 
bay . 


Now is not the time. 


"There's still time left-time to say," Astrid pauses. Her heart 
stings. Salty waters threaten to spill. She forces the word out, 
"Goodbye . " 

A tear treks down her cheeks and she instantly whisks it away and 
forces the others down. Hiccup squeezes through his colleagues, 
recognizing Astrid is in hurt, and rests his palm on her shoulder; 
his fingers caressing her skin in a comforting manner. 


He can't bear to see Astrid in hurt. 



Toric lowers his gun slowly, squinted eyes glaring at Hiccup. "You 
said he's been bitten not long form now?" 


Astrid nods. 

"How, long, " He pauses, "from, " wanting to let them understand the 
seriousness of the question, "now?" 

"About five minutes from now, " Hiccup answers, annoyed he is being 
treated like he isn't there, or something already deada€ 1 . 

Maybe he isa€l 

Toric exchanges glances with Jason and they both nod. Toric pupils 
bore into Astrid and every other member of the group. His sight 
reverts to Astrid and his steeled face splits into a warm smile. 

On that moment, he mumbles something that made Astrid fate in the 
apocalypse restored, "Their still might be time to save him." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Welcome to Evacuation Centre 0014," Jason announces, eyes 
plaster on Hiccup warily. <p> 

He whistles rather too loudly-so loudly Hiccup's group had to turn 
around just to confirm they didn't attract unwanted attention. 

Two soldiers trot to the entrance of the enormous wire mesh fence. 
They unlock a latch, loosen a chain and fling the door open. 

"It's clear," Toric barks to the two soldiers. 

The two ignore the man's statement and check for themselves. 

"Just checking Sergeant Toric, " one of the soldier says and lowers 
his gun. 

"Come on," Toric growls, fiercely gesturing to the new group, "I 
don't want to spend another moment out in the open." 

The group follows him through the gates, some limping, others patting 
their stomach with a longing for edible food. 

The group has noted, thoroughly depressed, that the camp is a 
rundown-beat down poorly built camp with soldiers and citizens of 
different parts of the town running like loose cannonballs into green 
patched tents. Most of the citizens, like the camp, are in poor 
conditions; rip or blood stained clothes-somet imes both-, gushes of 
ripe red blood visible on their bruised and red skin and skeleton 
like people who could barely stand- some even has to be supported by 
their family members. 

"They just keep coming, " Toric grumbles, "From all different parts of 
the country. Good thing they bring in a steady amount of supplies, or 
this place would have been a graveyard by now." 

"Sounds to be like your wishing ill for this place, " Hiccup mumbles, 
peaking into a tent's crease and regretting soon after he had seen a 
stiff body with a stake to its head. 



"Seems to be a graveyard to me, " Snotlout deadpans, jerking his meaty 
shoulders out of the way of a charging family holding down an insane 
man, or so they said. Snotlout has a nasty idea that the man was not 
insane but zombified. 

"We do what we can, but the bodies just keep piling up." 

"Many show up with dead loved ones." Jason adds, face twisted in 
disgust. "They say they'll come back. You won't believe the 
desperation and the insanity of the survivors of the apocalypse. I 
question how they survive a second of this hell." 

"Shut it boy, " Toric booms, "this is not the time or place to express 
your views . " 

The group shivered when they heard a moan coming from a random tent; 
soon followed by a gunshot and then a wail. They turn a corner and 
are greeted by ambulance trucks in vast numbers lined at the other 
end of the fence. 

The group stops. They pant, noting down the camp was quite 
big . 

"Jason, show them to their quarters for the time," Toric orders. He 
beckons to Hiccup as he continues the walk to the medic. 

"What are you going to do to him?" Astrid asks. 

"Fix him up, " Toric answers, skillfully evading the 
question . 

"How?" 


Toric stops in his tracks and turns to the girl. "Are you going to 
waste time, or are you going to come and see?" 

Astrid grins, but it soon evaporates as she remembers the current 
situation. She fists her hand and follows the two male. 

"I'm coming," Snotlout says. 

Soon, Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Fishlegs, Brian all join in to follow their 
leader to his 'fix up.' 

Hiccup mind and ego soar new heights when he realizes his people 
unwavering loyalty. He signals for them to stop, grinning 
boyishly . 

"It pleases me greatly that you all want to see me get better but it 
would be better if you all get settled in and fed." 

"But," Brian starts. 

"No buts, " Hiccup interrupts, grin still on. "Just go. Brain and 
Holly, make sure the people are properly taken care of." Brian 
nods . 


His 'tali' dispersed. All but Tuffnut, Ruffnut, Fishlegs, Snotlout 
and Astrid remains. 



"Come on then," Hiccup signals. 

Hiccup staggers, following Toric. Every other minute Toric would turn 
back and stare. Their eyesight would connect with those battle 
hardened eyes. He felt uneasy in the man's presence. The soldier is 
unpredictable, and that made Hiccup wary. 

Astrid quickens her pace and soon she reaches Hiccup. She stares 
through an ambulance door and nauseous suddenly claims her. 

"Where you think-"Astrid says but is silenced when an ambulance back 
door bursts open. 

A short plump boy with auburn hair springs out the vehicle, two 
soldiers in hot pursuit, one of them holding a sort of injection in 
her hand. The boy runs in Toric space. He grabs the boy like a ragged 
doll and throws him to the ground. 

"Hold him down," The woman orders. She testes the injection, then 
brings it to the boy's neck. 

"What are you doing, " Astrid asks, hands fisted. 

Suddenly, the boy hands shoot out and hammer the injection. It flies 
out of the woman hands and fall to the ground, smashed. 

She growls. 

"That's our last sedative you bloody pig," the woman spits in his 
face . 

"Carry him back to the ambulance," she orders to the other soldier. 
"He's ran out of time. Do what needs to be done," she mumbles with 
forced sympathy. 

"Yes surgeon." The soldier lifts the protesting boy and disappears 
with him in an ambulance. 

"What are you doing with him?" Snotlout asks. 

Toric grunts, "Don't you people ever stop asking questions?" 

"He's run out of time," she answers, rolling her eyes at Toric 
remarks . 

"Time for what?" Astrid barks. 

The woman ignores Astrid' s question, agreeing with Toric. 

"We've got another one," Toric says, pointing to Hiccup, "ten minutes 
since fatality." 

She runs her eyes up and down Hiccup's body before turning swiftly 
and saying, "follow me, " wild red curly hair swaying with the 
rhythmic sway of her hip with each rigid steps. Her lean figure leads 
Hiccup and the rest through a series of turns and twist, peering into 
ambulances to see if it is empty but reemerging with a slight shade 
of green and a fierce shake of her head. 



What seemed like an endless game of searching for a vacant van 
suddenly ceased when they found one. They sigh, followed by a grin-a 
grim grin though in these gloomy times. 

"Surgeon?" Toric calls. 

"Yes Sergeant?" 

"I trust you won't be needing me anymore," He asks, hopefully. 

"I could use a little help." She glances at Hiccup and smirks, "Can't 
tell I he'll be cooperative or not." 

"I'll play along," Hiccup says, a bit out of patience. He taps his 
foot repeatedly, willing for them to hurry up and give him this 
'miracle cure.' "How bad can it be?" 

"Pretty bad, " She grumbles, lifting herself in an ambulance and 
telling the others to wait. She comes back with a gloomy expression, 
and a bloodied hatchet. 

"We're all out of sedatives," she sighs, glancing at Hiccup with true 
sympathy . 

"Shit," Toric mutters. "And what about the **lidocaine**?" 

"Finished sergeant," Toric growls and threw his head back. He grabs 
the hatchet and then walked to Hiccup. 

"Woo-woo-wo, " Snotlout protests, stepping in front of Hiccup and 
outstretching his hands, "what the hell you think you're 
doing? " 

Astrid joins in Hiccup's defense-something which Hiccup has realize 
has been happening a lot and hissed, "You are not killing 
him. " 

Toric raises an eyebrow, testing the sharpness of the blade. He 
resists the urge to shake his head. 

"He's not going to kill me," Hiccup says, after what felt like an eon 
of silence. His eyes are plastered on the ground, shuddering 
slightly. His eyes holds no light and are vacant, and as he meets 
Toric eyesight, he realizes there is no cure. He realizes there is no 
medicine, no injection, or no miracle cure for this 'plaque.' There 
is only one way, only one beam of light in the dark alley. 

And even that isn't guaranteed safe. 

But live in a state like that? That is not a file worth living. Heck 
this world isn't a world worth living. But he glances at Astrid and 
he realizes he didn't want to leave her just yet. 

He barely knows her. He wants more time. His green iris moves to his 
other friends-his group. They need him-he needs them. 

It is too soon to say goodbye. 

It is too soon to give up. 



A body part is worth giving than his live. He can live with 
that . 


"Do what you must," Hiccup says, staring bashfully at the axe. "Just 
give me more time." 

Toric walks to the laying body of Hiccup. Snotlout and Astrid though, 
didn't break their 'barrier.' 

"This is my decision guys, not yours, " Hiccup says, shaky, scared and 
fearful . 

"But-" 

"No buts Astrid. This is what I want, " he says lowly, trying but 
failing to maintain a determined voice. 

"There must be some other way Hiccup, " she says. Astrid jerks her 
head to Toric and asked, "There has to be some other way." 

Toric bowed his head, and shook it. 

"This is the only way girl." He keeps his hard voice, but somehow- 
just somehow- the girl's feelings managed to move him; even if just a 
little, it did. 

"No!" Astrid protests, "No! No!" 

"Astrid," Snotlout calls, resting his hands on her shoulder. He 
presses his lips together and shakes his head. 

"No," she groans. With one last attempt of changing his mind she 
turns to Hiccup, pleading eyes boring into his soul. 

This has to be done, he thought. Their eyesight connects and no words 
needed to be exchange. 

It has to be done. 

Toric continues his path to Hiccup and kneels next to his bitten 
foot . 

Astrid walks to him too, dropping to her knees. She stares at Hiccup 
menacingly before it crumbles. Her eyes softened, then her hands 
reach for his collar and she grips it tightly. 

"Don't you go away from me," she warns. 

He cups her cheeks and fakes a smile. "I wouldn't dare." 

Astrid clasps his hands on her cheeks and kisses it. "You better 
not . " 

"See y-." 

And before Hiccup could finish she crashed her lips to his and 
silenced him, blissfully. 

Blissful however, cannot dare compare to the shock they feel through 
their bodies. It is beyond explainable. Their lips move in sync, and 



tranquility. Their hands grow clingy and neither wants to break the 
moment. But air was vital. A single tear treks down Astrid rosy 
cheeks and disturbs the serene moment. Hiccup brakes the kiss and 
snorts, Astrid joining in after giving him a playful punch. 

"No goodbyes, you aren't going anywhere yet. Hiccup can only nod, too 
lost and breathless for words. He can smell the aroma of strawberry 

form her hair. Feel the smoothness of her skin. Taste the lingering 

taste of her on his tongue. Feel her body still pressed against 
his . 

"Are we done yet, " Toric asks, annoyed. Teenagers these 
daysa€ 1 . 

Astrid nods and rises. 

"You might want to hold him down," Toric instructs. 

Astrid drops to her knees once again and did as told. The nurse pulls 

a belt from her kit and straps it tightly to Hiccup's left foot. She 

helps Astrid in her task, and then the others teen follow. 

This better work. 

"Goodnight love," Hiccup whispers. He shuts his eyes, hands seeking 
for Astrid. Their hands intertwine and he squeezes it. 

The nurse nods . 

Astrid nods. 

Hiccup nods. 

Toric rises the hatchet above his head. He spares Hiccup a sad glance 
and then, like a flash of lightning, brings the axe down with a 
grunt . 

Hiccup eyelids snaps open and a terrible pain runs through his foot. 
His body trashes like a man during seizure. His eyes rolls back and 
he squeezes Astrid' s hands tighter. His jaw opens, and with it, came 
an ear piercing scream that scattered the birds from nearby 
trees . 

Blood- blood is everywhere. It forms a small puddle around the boy 
severed flesh. Its scent lingers in the air. His colleagues attempts 
to shut the smell out but fails. The grass and dirt gobbles the blood 
down, but it was too much for them. It cloaks them in red. 

Toric hauls the axe out and delivers a second blow. Astrid squeezes 
her eyes shut when his blood splatters on Toric 's shirt. 

The second scream is worse than the first. Its low, pitched with a 
few moans and groans. Most of the holders lidded their eyes and tried 
to block the screams. 

But it shattered their weak defense and aches their cardiac 
muscles . 


His body shudders, and so does theirs. 



Toric heaves the hatchet out again and blood splatters on his face. 
He rises it above his head, tongue poking out his mouth. 


"No, no," Hiccup moans. "Please stop." He outstretches his flailing 
hands and grabs Toric' s calf. "Please. 

Toric jerks the boy hands off. "Quiet boy, we're conducting an 
experiment. His muscles contract. He grips the hatchet tighter. His 
knuckles turns white. Toric roars and pummels the blade down to the 
boy . 

The hatchet slices through Hiccup's meat, destroys strong bones and 
cuts through the remaining skin. 

Everything went silent then. The boy wails dies slowly in a low moan. 
His eyelids closes and his head bangs somewhat lifelessly, and 
frightfully, on the grass. His face relaxes, as if his soul is being 
wisped away in a peaceful slumber. His muscles relaxes, and 
everything about him looks in tranquility. 

The amputated body part falls slowly, tauntingly even. It hits the 
ground with a dull thud, but for the onlookers, it rings like a boom 
of lightning through their eardrum. 

The blood keeps oozing out the fatality, coating Toric 's hands. 

His cheeks turns pale, and so did other parts of his body. He would 
have been thought dead if it wasn't for the rise and fall of his 
chest- the breathing strong-willed and promising. 

But they are cheated. 

Fooled . 

The boy exhales a loud hissing breath-as of a snake. And like if 
someone had cut his trachea, it ceases. 

And then after, his chest did not rise or fall. 

"No!" Astrid screams, she caresses Hiccup's cheeks. "No you can't. 

You promised. Please don't!" 

Toric sighs. He presses his ears to Hiccup's chest. 

Astrid and the others give the man space, all of them hoping for a 
miracle . 

They should have known bettera€ 1 

Toric straightens. He closes his eyes and shakes" his 
head . 

Nothinga€ 1 . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Everything ' s been quiet. The head has stopped coming and there 
has been few causalities, lesser than a week ago. I'm sorry to say, 
but the living has also stopped coming. A week ago they were fifty of 
us; now there is only twenty five, sick ones included. I don't know 



if I can hold on anymore. Everyone's dying. Who aren't are living in 
horrible conditions. Foods ok for now but even that won't last 
forever. I don't think anyone has hope anymore. Some have already 
drawn into themselves and just stare whole day. It's horrible. Five 
of our people have died, didn't knew them but they still were our 
people. The camps in a horrible condition and you won't guess who's 
running it."<p> 

Astrid jerks her bangs out her baggy eyes and then wipes her oily 
face with the back of her hand. A sniffle escapes her mouth. She 
watches the spirometer ticks away with no care in the world. Her lips 
are clamped between her teeth. She stares longingly at the pale 
figure laying on the bed. 

"Hey there," she says weakly. Her hands reaches for brown hair and 
she ruffles it. "Wake up soon, everyone misses you. I miss 
you . " 

Astrid stretches. Her muscles ache. Her bones feels brittle. Her eyes 
yearn for sleep. Her nails are chewed. Wrinkles are on her face. 

She knows it is stress, but she couldn't stop stressing. 

She loves him too damn much. 

Her sight becomes misty. She makes no fight when it comes; she just 
sighs and with it comes the 'waters of sorrow.' 

This is a usual thing for Astrid Hofferson. Rise with the son, visit 
her friends, and then her fallen warrior and chew three hours on her 
nails, waiting-hoping for some miracle. Sometimes she would scream at 
him and other times, like now, she would break down and curse her and 
his, twisted fate. 

She honestly thought she had lost him when he stopped breathing after 
the amputation. And she would have accepted it, honor it for she knew 
he had gone down with a fight. But now, when her eyes hover over him, 
she couldn't bear the image. She wonders why she is in here at all if 
she can't stand him. 

This is another one of Astrid' s common ritual. She would always have 
an inner battle with herself, debating whether or not the boy should 
keep fighting or move ona€ 1 Those that saw her would say she aged 
eons during the few days . And indeed she has . 

She couldn't bear to see him in this state anymore, she couldn't bear 
to see him as a damn 'vegetable.' 

The machines that string to his body ticks and beeps like drums as 
they battled against death. His condition has become stable over the 
time and some people could say he would be ok. His left leg that 
ended in a thickly bandaged stump now lies cleaned. The reading of 
the spirometer that once ventured to dangerous levels now maintains a 
stable breathing rate. His stump has clotted and he would need no 
extra blood transfusion. 

Thanks god, because he has use the last bag of his blood type. 


The red colors of his flesh has start returning and most says he will 
be ok . 



But now Astrida€ 1 


She wasn't paranoid; she just knows. She wonders if this is all a 
cruel mockery of the gods. Everything about this is false; his 
recovery, his miracle, everyone sayings that he will be 
alright . 

Everything about him was false. 

She still tries being an optimist though. She knows-only she knows. 
The nurse once had swept her aside and told her everything. She told 
no one yet, she just didn't know how. Astrid isn't him; she can't 
deliver a speech like him. He would know what to do. 

But he isn't here. 

It wasn't the biting and amputation scene all over again. No, the 
news the nurse told her is much worse. Before, he still had a 
fighting chance, he still could have fought; but now, laying here as 
a ' vegetable . ' 

All the cards are in the gods hands. And the gods are never fair to 
Astrid . 

She threads her hands in his hair. Then kisses his temple. Her hands 
tangles with his and she rests her head on his rising and falling 
chest . 

"Hiccup, love, get well soon. Everyone can't wait for your return." 
She kisses his bare chest and somehow, her hair has fan all over his 
face . 

"I love you Hiccup, " Astrid whispers and thoroughly means it, "I love 
you . " 

And slowly, she drifts off into sleep- a restless and nightmare 
plaque sleep; with the bite scene being played over and over 
again . 

Another hopeless, but otherwise romantic habit Astrid has pick up 
since Hiccup had fallen into a comaa€ 1 .. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Lidocaine : numbs a particular part of a patient.<p> 

**Well there yall go. He isn't dead, he's a 'vegetable.' ** 

**It's really hard trying to edit your story yourself. I really need 
to find a beta myself No matter how much time you reread there 

will still be mistakes. ** 

**I had to erase a huge chunk of this chapter and transfer it to the 
other chapter. I'm sorry again for my procrastination but it could 
not be helped. Hope you guys, and gals, understand. Next chapter is 
halfway in progress so expect an early update. ** 

**I shall not say review because I don't think I deserve it. You 
readers can punish me by not reviewing, I won't say anything. 



-k k 


**HYTTD 2 is awesome. I went to see it in 3D a week ago maybe but I 
see no difference in the 2D or 3D. Maybe my eyes have gone loopy, or 
I'm differenta€l ** 

**Bye. ** 

**But come on, coma Hiccup is better than dead Hiccup right?** 


End 
f lie . 



